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A Story of Nantticket In the Early Days* 



CHAPTER I. 



THE WRECK. 



OvER the open moors of Nantucket Rawn 
Bunkerns calash came swaying along like a dory 
in a seaway. The old two-wheeled cart, with 
its creaking joints, and rope guards, and narrow 
plank projecting over the forebuck for Rawn to 
Stretch his legs upon, had always a Suggestion 
of the sea about it. On this November after- 
noon, as it yawed unsteadily up the eastem slopes 
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2 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

of Saul's Hills, plunging from scattered boul- 
ders, rolling hub deep into cart ruts, with the 
old white horse blowing like a grampus in front, 
its every move betokened heavy weather. Over- 
head, a wild scud of storm-cloud scurried across 
a leaden sky ; a duU boom of breakers on the 
South Shore told of heavy weather that would 
be Coming there presently. 

As the calash jolted over the rough moor- 
track, there was an answering rattle of pans 
and kettles within. In the stem, supported by 
the guards on either side, stood a ragged boy, 
using his feet industriously to keep the stuff 
from rolling out. Occasionally, a fresh codfish 
slipped between his feet, spite of frantic kick- 
ing, and plunged into the deep middle rut, only 
to be hurled back again with special vindictive- 
n^ss. Whereupon, the boy scrambled back to 
his place and took to kicking again. 

The fall fishing off 'Sconset was over for the 
season, and Rawn was on his way to town with 
the worthless lot of household goods that con- 
stituted his movable possessions. Rawn was 
glad in an abstracted way. Fishing was hard 
work. He did it as a matter of habit when the 
season came around ; not because it made any 
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THE WRECK. 3 

difference in his finances. Whether he worked 
hard or leisurely, he never had any money y and 
when he didn't work at all he somehow man- 
aged to live and support his family. This con- 
stituted his trust in Providence, strengthened 
by long years of lazy habit. 

Down the long western slopes the old cart 
rattled, piling codfish and penates indiscrimi- 
nately against the forebuck. Then it slewed 
heavily up against the waves of Barry's Hill 
to the top, where the old horse stopped, with 
feet braced, and Rawn took to surveying the 
landscape. " When Crummel stops that a-way 
*tain*t no use a-rope's-endin' him/' said Rawn, 
phflosophically. 

Westward, through a gap in the hüls, the 
harbor waters could be seen broken into white- 
capped ridges. Beyond, lay the rambling old 
town itself, gray as the sea beside which it had 
stood so long. The masts and yards of a dozen 
whalers showed indistinctly at the wharves. On 
the hill, back of the town, a row of windmills 
stood out grim and black against the angry flush 
of a winter sunset. 

The moment that Crummel stopped, the boy 
had jumped from his position and run to the 
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4 ^ THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

next ridge, where he disappeared, crawling 
stealthily among the berry-bushes. Now he 
came running back excitedly. 

" Here, you, Rawn Bunker ! Get eher gun, 
quick. Ther*s a huU raft er ducks down th' 
Foot Fonds." 

But Rawn only gathered up his rope-yarn 
reins, and jerked at the hardened mouth of 
Crummel. 

**Never mind th' ducks now, Zimri. See 
that squall a-comin*. 'Sides, I ain't no powder. 
Gee tup, consarn thee ! *' This last to Crummel, 
who showed signs of starting again. 

As he spoke, a heavier gust of wind swept 
moaning over the desolate moor, and a dash 
of stinging hail rattled against the cart. Then 
a curious thing happened. 

The squall ceased abruptly, after one furious 
outburst, leaving hailstones glistening thickly 
among the mealy-plum-vines. Far to the south- 
'ard, a great light shone suddenly upon the sea. 
It seemed as if a hand had swept aside the 
clouds like a curtain, letting a flood of sunlight 
down upon the darkening ocean. From the cart 
a narrow path of light led straight out over 
moor and sea to the horizon, with darkness on 
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Zither händ like a wall. The breakers on Old 
Man Shoal flashed silver-white across it ; and 
there, beyond, was another flash, that was not 
the breakers, but the gleam of a topsail out 
at sea. 

For a moment only it lasted. Then the rift 
closed again, leaving the sea black as ink, with 
creamy white lines quivering across the shoals. 
The boom grew suddenly heavier on the shore. 
The wind went creeping wildly, as for some- 
thing lost, through vines and bushes over the 
moor. 

" Lord help her, if she gets inside the shoals 
to-night," Said Rawn, thinking of the ship he 
had Seen, and bringing his rope's end down on 
Crummel. "We'U get a howler out o' this. 
An' I shouldn't wonder if you an' me, Zimri, 
was down on the South Shore *fore mornin', 
pickin' up wrackidge." 

Their progress was more rapid after this, for 
the land slopes away from the centre of the 
island toward the harbor. Just outside the town 
limits, Zimri jumped out, and drove away the 
sheep from the town gate, closing it again 
against their noses as the calash passed 
through. The poor creatures knew well that 
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6 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

a storm was Coming, and crowded by hundreds 
against the gate. Their piteous bleating fol- 
lowed the cart on every gust of wind, tili it 
turned into a narrow alley, and stopped beside 
a ramshackle old house near the Salt Creeks, 
in that part of the town still known as Consue. 
Everything about the place showed the utter 
shiftlessness of its tenant. Weatherworn shin- 
gles from sides and roof lay scattered about 
the yard. Quivering streamers of seaweed, 
bleached white in sun and wind, fluttered from 
cracks, to keep out the weather. Scarcely a 
window but had two or three missing panes, the 
rags and old hats stuffed into the breaks giving 
it now, in the gloom, a curious piebald appear- 
ance of wretchedness and dejection. By day- 
light, with the warm sun upon it, and the harbor 
dancing bright blue in the background, the look 
of dejection changed to one of good-natured care- 
lessness, — like a tramp in fine weather. The 
fences had long since gone up the chimney in 
smoke. The house was as open to the road, on 
one hand, as to the sea, on the other. A battered 
old dory leaned wearily against the shingles on 
the harbor side. A lot of wreck stuff lay scat- 
tered about between the door and the shed 
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where Crummel found cold comfort on winter 
nights. 

A troop of children, dirty and ragged beyond 
description, crowded to the Windows, as Crum- 
mel hove in sight, shouting a wild welcome. 
At Rawn's hail, a slovenly woman, in a sailor's 
hat and pea-jacket, came to the door, to seize 
the codfish he threw her, and complain, shrilly, 
at his late appearance. 

Rawn Bunker belonged to a class that still 
has its representative in every New England 
seaport town. Whether he degenerated into 
his present mode of life, or belonged to a tribe 
that had never risen above it, nobody seemed 
to know or care. In spring and fall he went 
fishing off Pochick Rips, living the while in 
a shanty on 'Sconset bank. At other times 
he did chores, or speared eels, or turned a 
happy dollar by shooting plover and seafowl 
in their season. These failing, there were 
always kind Quaker neighbors in town, and 
clams in the Shimmo flats to bank upon. 

Rawn complained that digging clams gave him 
** cricks " in his spine ; and took to it only when 
hungry, or when the sharp tongue of "Marm *' 
Bunker left him no peace by his own fireside. 
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8 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

Crouching for hours in a hole on the commons, 
waiting for plover in the rain, had never thus far 
developed a single symptom of the "cricks." 

Altogether, it was a shiftless existence, care- 
less, good-natured, perfectly contented, — and 
that was the hopelessness of it. 

At the time of our story, — early in the pres- 
ent Century, — Nantucket had recovered from 
the fearful suffering and loss of the Revolution. 
The fleet of whalers swept from the sea by Brit- 
ish cruisers had been replaced by one larger 
and better equipped. A splendid line of packet- 
ships, owned and sailed by Nantucketers, con- 
troUed the carrying trade between New York 
and London. Every wharf swarmed like an 
ant-hill at the Coming and going of the whale- 
ships ; and the old town — now so quiet and 
idle — was climbing rapidly to its place as the 
busiest and wealthiest of its size in the world. 

All this busy activity Rawn looked upon 
much as he viewed a flight of meteors one 
night, when he was black-duck shooting in 
Pocomo. It was wonderful ; but didn*t con- 
cern him particul'arly. He had been to sea 
once when a boy, and learned what the rigid 
discipline of a whale-ship meant. It frightened 
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him even now to think about it, and made bis 
bappy-go-lucky existence ideal by comparison. 

Zimri, the oldest boy, had grown up between 
two influences. On the one band, energy, ac- 
tivity, the great world, and the subtle call of 
the sea; on the other, laziness, indifference, 
content with poverty, the charm of knocking 
about the harbor, and of shooting with good- 
natured old Rawn. Like all other Nantucket 
boys, Zimri had early stirrings toward the life 
that beckoned him ffom the water, but the 
power of wretched surroundings had been too 
great for the child. No outside influence, 
except that of some good man or woman, can 
oppose successfully the daily influence of envi- 
ronment on a child*s life. Unfortunately, no 
good man or woman seemed aware of Zimri's 
existence, except in a general way as " one of 
those poor Bunkers." So he grew up, as chil- 
dren do, to care for the things he knew. At 
eleven years old, when we meet him on the deso- 
late ridges of Saul's Hills, he seemed hopelessly 
like the father, whom he aJways addressed as 
Rawn Bunker, and treated as an equal, — sturdy 
of limb, idle of habit, dirty and ragged in personal 
appearance, a perfect chip of the old block. 
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The storm increased rapidly in violence as 
darkness came on. At midnight it was blowing 
a hurricane straight on to the coast. In every 
house on the Island a lamp burned in the south 
window that night, to guide any poor castaway 
to warmth and shelter. Men whose ships were 
expected paced their verandas nervously, as if 
they kept watch on deck. Parents tossed rest- 
lessly, thinking of sons at sea. Many a sleeper 
stirred uneasily, listened a moment to the wind, 
and the roar of surf, and the rattle of hail in the 
fireplace, then breathed a prayer for the safety 
of the ships. Up in the old South Tower, the 
night-watch turned their eyes oftenest to the 
shore, looking for rockets that they dreaded to 
see, listening, in lulls of the storm, for the boom 
of guns that should teil of a vessel in distress. 

At daybreak Zimri was sleeping on the floor, 
huddled close to the other children for warmth, 
when he was roughly shaken. The first sound 
he heard was the wild clang of the tower bell 
above the rattle of Windows. 

" Git up, Zimri ! There*s a wrack on the 
South Shore." 

In a moment Zimri was up, struggling into 
an oilskin and sou'wester that had come ashore 
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with a drowned sailor in the last storm. Crum- 
mel was dragged unwillingly from his dreams 
of green beach-grass, and fastened by sailor 
knots of rope-yarn into the calash, Soon they 
were out on the moors again, following at a 
snairs pace the cart-track to Gideon's Point. 
The storm was abating but still roared fitfully 
over the commons. 

Other teams passed them, filled with anxious 
men, their faces white and set, in the sad, gray 
light. Now the surf-boat rumbled by, its horses 
leaping in the traces, snorting with excitement. 
Occasionally a runner passed, bending low to 
the gale. No one knew as yet what ship was 
on the shoals, or what familiär faces might look 
beseechingly from the frozen rigging. 

In a sheltered hollow at the foot of Gideon's 
Valley a dozen teams were already Standing. 
There they left Crummel, and hurried over the 
bluff to the shore. A fearful surf was running, 
lifting itself in roaring white crests far out be- 
yond the point, and thundering right and left 
upon the beach far as the eye could reach. 
Below them a group of men and boys stood 
silent, as if fascinated, heedless of the white 
foam creaming and hissing about th^ir feet. 
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12 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

their eyes fastened on a large bark, pounding 
to death among the breakers. 

She lay on the outer edge of the shoal, 
trembling like a living thing at the shock of 
the waves, while tons of white water poured 
ceaselessly over her decks. The foremast was 
down, but, held by the shrouds, was plunging 
like a battering-ram into her side. In the 
mizzen rigging the crew could be seen cling- 
ing desperat ely to the stays. A cloud of spray 
swept over them as each successive breaker 
thundered against the ship. Even as they 
looked, one poor fellow, chilled and exhausted, 
lost his hold, and feil backward into the sea. 

Down from the bluff hurried Squire Gardner, 
the largest ship-owner on the Island, wrapped 
in his sailor coat of frieze. A great relief 
shone in his face as he swept his glass over 
the doomed ship. The first glance told him — 
what the crowd already knew — that it was not 
a Nantucket vessel. 

** God pity them ! ** he muttered, bending low 
to the gusts, and sheltering his face with his 
hand ; " I might have known that no Nan- 
tucket captain would be caught inside the 
shoals with a gale Coming on." Then he put 
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his hands to his mouth, and shouted to a man 
who stood beside him, watching every lull of 
wind and lift of breaker : 

" Can thee reach her with the surf-boat, Cousin 
Obed?" 

The man addressed, a whaler, evidently, with 
the look of the sea in his face, shook his head, 
sadly. 

" We'll try it when the tide turns, — if she 
holds together tili then. The boat isn't built 
that could weather the point yonder now." He 
broke away abruptly, and took to pacing the 
sands with the fearful restlessness of a man 
whose whole will is employed in keeping down 
the impulses surging within him. 

The minutes dragged slowly by while the 
crowd increased, and the tension became un- 
bearable. Two more sailors had fallen from 
the rigging. Women stood apart, praying, with 
tear-stained faces. Strong men gazed in agony 
of inaction, blood dripping from their cheeks, 
which were cut by the flying sand. Then there 
was a change outside the point, and Obed Swain 
turned swiftly to a group of sailors. His voice 
rang with the suppressed power that sent his 
men jumping into the rigging in a storm at sea. 
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14 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

** Boys, now*s our chance ! The west tide 
makes, and she'll go to pieces in an hour. 
Who goes with me to save those fellows in 
the rigging?*' 

No braver sailorS ever lived than the Nan- 
tucket whalemen, and none who knew better 
how to handle a boat in a storm. A dozen 
men stepped forward at the summons. Fore- 
most among them was old Rawn Bunker. 

Quickly the captain picked his crew of six, 
and the surf-boat was run to the edge of the 
breakers. Two men took their places, with 
backs bent, and oars gripped hard. The others 
stood grasping the gunwales knee-deep in foam, 
watching like eagles the breakers that raced 
with flying manes past the dangerous point. 
Up on the bluff the crowd stood breathless, 
forgetting even the wreck in the tense excite- 
ment of the moment. 

A great comber lifted itself from the shoals 
high above its fellows, and came bearing down 
upon them. 

*< Steady, boys, steady ! Here comes our 
Chance, — now ! " shouted the captain, in a 
voice that thrilled every hearer above the roar 
of breakers. With a rush the boat foUowed 
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THE WRECK. 1 5 

down the hissing slope of receding waters, and 
the whalemen leaped to their places. Those at 
the oars were already pulling like mad to gain 
headway. A great cheer burst from the crowd 
as six strong oars dipped together, and the boat 
dropped safely over the crest of the second 
comber. 

For a few eager moments she held her way 
splendidly. Then from beyond the point a 
huge wave came rushing into the tide-channel 
that Captain Obed was following. Its crest 
poured over the brave fellows in a flood of 
white water. Its heaving green slope caught 
up the boat, turning it end over end like a 
child's plaything, and hurled it vindictively to 
the very feet of the watchers. A score of men 
and boys plunged into the undertow to drag 
the crew beyond reach of the following breaker. 

Captain Obed struggled, half dazed, to the 
side of his boat to examine it. " Ready, boys ! " 
he was saying, when there was a cry from the 
watchers on the bluff, and he looked up in time 
to see the bark's mizzenmast sway for an in- 
stant in the gale and plunge heavily into the 
surf, carrying the crew with it. 

" God help them now ! They're beyond our 
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l6 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

help," he muttered, brokenly, and turned away 
his face ; while men ran along the beach in 
agony, waiting, watching for some strong 
swimmer to be brought within reach of their 
hands. But none ever came. 

At daylight next morning Crummel was 
nibbling beach-grass on the bluff above Macy's 
Point, three miles east of the scene of the 
wreck. Rawn Bunker was down on the shore 
beside a pile of wreck stuff that had evidently 
just come from the waves. Farther along shore, 
hidden behind a sharp bend, Zimri lay on the 
bluff, with an old telescope steadied against a 
stake, looking steadily at a tiny speck out at 
sea, to west'ard. 

Other searchers were on the beach that 
morning, but nearer the wreck. With the east 
tide running strongly, Rawn bethought himself 
of an eddy he had discovered one spring when 
bluefishing, and hastened thither. The first 
sight of the eddy had justified his forelay. A 
barrel of oil, a ship's binnacle, a spare yard, 
and a package covered with tarpaulin had been 
rescued, with Zimri's help. Then Rawn sat on 
the barrel watching his eddy; while the boy 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE WRECK. \^ 

wandered away with the glass, sweeping the 
s^a for other finds. 

The morning broke clear and soft. The 
ocean lay breathing softly under the sunrise 
like a child just awake. Along the Hne o£ low 
tide tiny breakers broke into silver ribbons with 
a surge like distant music. Little catspaw 
ripples played here and there on the surface, 
breaking its quiet gray into a thousand glim- 
mering reflections. Smiling at its own thoughts 
the ocean seemed, with gray gulls wheeling over 
it, and never a Suggestion o£ the fearful power 
that but yesterday had dashed so many good 
ships upon the sands. 

Meanwhile the speck out at sea grew steadily 
larger, tili Zimri leaped to his feet in excite- 
ment. 

" A boat ! A boat ! Sure as Bill Tucker*s a 
Presbyterian. And no one into her ! Oh, why 
didn't we fetch the dory ! *' He threw himself 
down again, and was lost in gazing. 

Now, if there was one thing that Zimri 
wanted more than all others, it was a light 
skifF for cruising about the harbor. The tide 
was sweeping strongly toward the island ; but 
the boat must pass outside the point where he 
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was. Eastward was a longer point from which 
he might reach it. At the thonght he jumped 
up and ran with all his might along the beach. 

He had to make a long d^tour around a pond 
into which the storm had broken a wide Channel. 
When he reached the point at last, there was 
the boat plainly visible, bearing straight for the 
spot on which he stood. 

A curioLis sense, half fear, half wonder, pos- 
sessed Zimri as he stood inactive while the tide 
swept in from the ocean the very thing he had 
wished for so long. Steadily in it came on 
even keel, as if invisible sails were wafting it, 
dipping gracefully to the gentle swell, with 
ripples lapping on its white sides. He thought 
of the storm, and the ship that went to pieces, 
wondering vaguely how such a little boat had 
lived. A gray gull wheeled over it, and lifted 
suddenly with a note of danger. Then Zimri 
noticed for the first time a small object above 
the bow, and a flutter of dark cloth over the 
gunwale. 

Steadying his telescope with a stick of drift- 
wood, he brought it to bear on the approach- 
ing boat. In a moment he lowered it with a 
scared look ; hesitated, rubbed his eyes, and 
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looked again. This time there was no mistake. 
The object was a man's arm, rigid in the air, 
with fingers tightly clenched. 

A chill o£ fear was coursing over the boy as 
he scrambled to the top o£ the bluff, where he 
could look into the bottom of the mysterious 
craft that had swung now into quiet water 
near shore. In the bow a man was lying 
motionless, with left arm raised stiffly above 
the gunwales. In the stern was another form 
shrouded in a gray wrap. Water covered the 
feet of both, flowing rhythmically from one to 
the other as the boat rose and feil with the 
waves. 

Zimri waited for only one swift look. Then 
dropping his telescope, he rushed away along 
the beach, shouting for Rawn Bunker at the 
top of his voice. 
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TREASURE LOST AND FOUND. 

As Zimri sped over the hard beach toward 
the point where he had left Rawn Bunker, he 
became conscious gradually o£ another voice 
than his own frightened one. He stopped short 
and listened, at the same time casting a fearful 
glance backward at the boat, which he had 
watched with so much eagerness only a mo- 
ment betöre. It had grounded on the point, 
and lay slightly-canted, with the bow grinding 
softly on the sand. The fearful arm was still 
rigid above the gunwale, and a bit of cloth 
hung darkly over the side. There was the 
voice again ! Distinct this time, above the 
gentle surge of the breakers, and surely not 
from the boat. 

** Zimri ! O Zim-m-m-ri ! *' it was shouting, 
with anger and appeal plainly mingled. He 
shouted in ans wer, and ran forward again. 
This time he could not wait to circle the pond, 
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but plunged into the Channel as he was, and 
swam across. 

The first thing he saw as he doubled the 
point was Rawn Bunker standing up to his 
waist in the undertow, struggling desperately 
with something at his feet. The tide had 
turned, and was now swirling slowly westward 
by the point, creeping higher and higher toward 
Rawn's face as he bent over, with hands 
clutching some unseen object on the bottom. 
He ' looked up as the boy came in sight, and 
shouted, hoarsely : 

" A line, Zimri ! Quick, quick ! Help me 
get a parbuckle here. O Lord ! There it goes ! 
Lively, I say! Consarn thee, where*s thee 
been?" 

It>vas curious that Rawn, whose grandfather, 
so he Said, was a Quaker, never used the piain 
and peaceful speech of the Friends unless ex- 
cited, or when mildly abusing Zimri or Crummel. 

A coil of old line lay across the oil cask that 
Rawn had saved that morning. In a trice 
Zimri had seized it, and was plunging out 
through the surf. 

" What's the matter, Rawn Bunker ? What 
yer shoutin' erbout ? " 
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But Rawn was too excited to answer. He 
only seized the rope and tried to get a turn on 
the object under water, which seemed continu- 
ally to slip away from him. Zimri gazed in 
wonder, and ducked under the swells to get a 
glimpse of the find, but without success. 

What had happened was this : At dead low 
tide, Rawn, while watching his eddy, had seen 
the top of a small cask projecting out of the 
hollow of a larger wave than usual. He waded 
out to seize it, but, to his surprise, found himself 
unable to lift it. In his efforts he loosened the 
sand about it, whereupon it slipped into deeper 
water as the receding wave cut the foundation 
from beneath it. 

It was of oak, heavily bound with iron, and 
much worn from shifting about on the bottom. 
This much he saw at intervals between the 
breakers. As he roUed it over with difficulty, 
the weight shifted slightly within, and a low 
metallic chink came- to his astonished ears. 
Like a flash it came over him that he had his 
fingers on a cask of specie, gold, perhaps, from 
a vessel wrecked off the point two years 
before. 

The discovery almost overcame him. With 



Digitized by 



Google 



TREASÜRE LOST AND FOUND. 2^ 

frantic haste he tugged and pulled ; but the 
treacherous sand only gave way beneath his 
feet and bedded more firmly about his treasure. 
With a desperate effort he wrenched it from its 
Position, and again the undertow washed. the 
sand from under him, carrying him and the 
cask into still deeper water. 

Thoroughly f rightened at the danger of losing 
it altogether, he stood with his feet against the 
cask, shouting loudly for Zimri. With his line 
he might possibly have secured it, but he dared 
not leave it even for a moment. The undertow 
and shifting sand kept the cask moving slowly, 
heavy as it was. The tide turned and crept 
higher. He was in an agony of apprehension 
when the boy appeared at last and came strug- 
gling out with his line. 

But Zimri was of little use. The water was 
so deep about the treasure that every wave 
lifted him off his feet. Rawn worked like a 
tiger, the sweat Standing out on his forehead 
spite of the chill of the water. 

"Gold, Zimri, gold!" he shouted. "Dive 
down, consarn thee ; get a hitch on to it ! Run 
out to shore, Zimri ; make a parbuckle ! O 
Lord ! O goramitey ! There it goes again ! " 
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Zimri began to comprehend at last. Doubling 
bis line, he plunged under a breaker, and, digging 
at the sand, managed to get a turn around the 
cask before bis breath was exhausted. Then 
he floundered out, and made fast the ends, 
while Rawn hauled in the bight. It held 
for a moment ; he could feel the cask roll 
under bis parbuckle. Then it slipped sud- 
denly, letting bim over backwards, and a 
breaker washed over bim. When he found bis 
feet again, he could just touch the cask with 
bis toe, while the tide lapped and gurgled about 
bis throat. 

Rawn's despair was something pitiful at the 
treasure under bis feet that might as well have 
been on the other side of the earth. The tide 
would cut away the sand under it, carrying it no 
one knew how far, and bury it. Zimri listened 
to his curious expostulations half stupefied. He 
had never seen his father so excited before. 
He thought suddenly of the boat, which in the 
excitement he had entirely forgotten. 

" Lights ! Rawn Bunker, ther's a boat come 
ashore on Macy's Point, and dead men into her ! 
Come quick ! The tide'll cut her off again, and 
we*ll lose her ! *' 
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" A boat ! Where, Zimri ? Fetch her quick ! 
O Lord ! There, I can't touch it ! Fetch her 
quick, Zimri!'* And Zimri ran back over the 
beach, forgetting the fear that had driven him 
away only a moment before. 

But the tide had preceded him. As he 
rounded the middle bend he saw the boat 
well out from shore, moving slowly westward 
whence it had come. Despair seized him as 
he saw his prize moving out to sea again. Fear 
struggled with resolution. " If he*d only take 
his arm down ! " thought Zimri. Then the 
boat turned slowly, and bore in toward the 
swifter water off the point. It seemed almost 
to be offering him a last chance. With a gasp 
he threw off his coat and plunged in before he 
should have time to change his mind. 

Swimming rapidly he crossed the boat*s 
course and grasped it by the stern. He might 
have clambered in, but the chill of those two 
silent passengers was stronger than that of the 
water. With hands on the gunwale he pushed 
steadily shoreward, and, aided by the tide, drew 
near the point, where Rawn*s head and arms 
were just visible above the gentle swell. 

The boat grew heavier as he worked ; the 
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water became fearfully cold. It required all 
his courage to get his Charge safely within the 
point*s arm, and he had little strength left 
when his feet at last swept bottom. Shutting 
his eyes as he stood, he dragged the boat to 
shore, and sank exhausted on the sand beside 
it. Rawn was already imploring him to come 
out quick, and fetch a boathook. 

Zimri lay still a moment — a lif etime to Rawn, 
who had lost all trace of his treasure — before 
he staggered to his feet and looked into the 
boat. The man in the bow was a sailor, evi- 
dently, but better dressed than sailors usually 
are. Even in his frightened glance Zimri no- 
ticed this, and the starved look in the white 
face. The bilge-water was creeping higher and 
higher over the still figure in the stern when 
Zimri pushed the bow out resolutely, and drew 
the cloak aside. 

A child lay there, very still, very white, her 
head pillowed on a coil of rope. One band was 
under the pinched white cheek. A tangle oi 
golden hair spread itself over the cloak, its ends 
dank and matted with sea-water. A gold chain 
sparkled at the throat. The dress was white, and 
marvellously rieh to Zimri's unaccustomed eyes. 
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He had never seen such a child before. The 
pretty Quaker children, whom he sometimes 
saw at a distance going to meeting on First 
Day, were always plainly dressed, and their 
hair hidden beneath Quaker bonnets. He stood 
just as when he had first seen her, a corner of 
the wrap in his band, bending over the boat, 
while Rawn called unheeded. 

Was it an angel ? he wondered» He remem- 
bered something about angels vaguely. But 
they would have saved the ship. A sob rose 
in his throat ; a pity he had never before feit 
swept over him as he noted the parched Ups, 
and the hoUow cheeks still wet with sea-water, 
— or was it tears ? Quite reverently he bent 
over, and touched them softly. Then the eyes 
opened — wonderful blue eyes — and blinked in 
the flood of sunshine, and closed again wearily. 

"Rawn! Rawn Bunker! Come here/* 
Zimri's voice was scarce above a whisper, as 
if he were talking in church. 

« But the gold, Zimri, — I can't find it ! " 

It was a curious comradeship between these 
two, — as if they were two children, or two old 
men. Zimri just raised his eyes from the face 
of the wonderful child and spoke again, very low : 
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"You come here, Rawn Bunker/' And 
Rawn waded out obediently, and came and 
stood wondering beside the boat. 

" Be they dead, Zimri ? " he whispered. 

" She ain't. She winked/' said Zimri. 

"Then they're starved, Zimri. Oh, deary 
me, see those lips ! Run and get the water- 
bottle, quick, Zimri, and the cold fish.'* And 
while Zimri darted away to the calash Rawn 
spread the dry part of the cloak on the warm 
sand, and placed the child tenderly upon it. A 
glance told him that the sailor in the bow was 
already past all help. 

The child's eyes opened again as Zimri 
sprinkled some water in her face, just as he 
had Seen it done once to a man hurt on the 
docks. He poured a little into his band, — it 
had never seemed so rough and hard before, — 
and held it to her parched lips. She drank 
eagerly, again and again, tili satisfied. A long 
shiver passed over her little body; the blue 
eyes opened wide, and looked straight at Zimri. 

" I'se hungry," she said, weakly ; but the 
words were music to the two kneeling beside 
her. Together they broke the bread and fish, 
and fed her with crumbs, watching the while 
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with all the eagerness of children. Even the 
treasure was forgotten in the delight of seeing 
the little castaway eat. Then Rawn brought 
his face down before hers, — it was really a 
kind face, spite of dirt and bushy whiskers, — 
and smiled invitingly. 

"My eyes, little deary, what an appetite! 
Now can't you teil me — wallopins ! such a 
bite ! Teil me, deary, what does popper call 
his little gal ? " 

Hitherto the child*s movements had seemed 
mechanical. Now a ray of interest brightened 
the wan face, and a pathetic little smile hovered 
on the cracked lips. 

" Tse Lois. I'se Mousie," she said ; but the 
eyes closed wearily, and the smile was gone. 
Soon she feil into a heavy slumber, from which 
they were wise enough not to try to waken 
her. 

** Ta' no use to hunt for that ere cask now, 
Zimri. Tide*s too high. 'Sides, we got t' get 
this little gal home mighty quick. 'Sides, one 
o* them no-count Portigees Hb ter be 'long here 
eeny most now. I see that Silvaro feller head- 
in' for Tom Never's Head this mornin*. An' if 
he thought they was two gummets off' n that 
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p*int, he*d camp here a week, 'thout eatin', tili 
he found um." 

Rawn was speaking persuasively to h im seif, 
as he waded about up to his neck, prodding for 
his treasure with a boat-hook. Zlmri was already 
urging Crummel along an old sheep-track that 
led down to the shore. Very sorrowfuUy Rawn 
left his search, driving down an oar into the sand 
to locate his treasure, and joined his son on the 
point. 

The dead sailor was laid tenderly away under 
the bluff, and covered with a piece o£ an old 
sail. The sea had other dead that it would 
give up that day, and all would be brought 
together for the solemn island service over 
those who claimed only the hospitality of Chris- 
tian burial. This done, they turned away re- 
lieved, to secure their property. 

Skiff and wreckage were drawn up beyond 
reach of the tide. Rawn's waify a diamond- 
shaped piece of board carved roughly with a 
letter B, was fastened to an oar and hung over 
the whole. Then they laid the child on a bed 
of seaweed in the calash^ and started slowly 
along the beach toward Gideon's Point. Zimri 
stood as we first saw him, holding on by the 
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rope-guards, his eyes fixed on the wonderful 
child. A bit of yellow hair glimmered upon 
the seaweed ; the delicate face, still pillowed on 
a tiny band, peeped out from under the cloak. 
Zimri wanted to toiich the cheek again, but 
was af raid, — so one might feel if he found an 
angel sleeping in his old cart. 
. A crowd had gathered on the point, some 
drawn by the hope of wreckage, some led by 
the interest or curiosity that always draws the 
multitude to a scene of disaster. Tristram 
Gardner stood araong the rest, holding a ship's 
name-piece with the word Rajah in gilt letters 
on a black background. It had been picked 
up that morning, and seemed to establish the 
identity of the wrecked vessel. 

The calash stopped under the bluff, and 
Rawn beckoned to the squire. He approached 
curiously, followed by the crowd. 

" Well, Friend Loring, how's thee do ? Thee's 
been early on the beach. Has thee — " Rawn's 
gesture stopped him. 

" Ther's a child come ashore on Macy's Point. 
Sh ! She's asleep, with a dead sailor, in a boat. 
If your team*s here she oughter get to town 
quick.'* 
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" What's thee say ? A child ? Alive ? In 
a boat, thee said ? From the Rajah ? " 

** I dunno," said Rawn. He had jumped out, 
and was examining the name. "The boat's 
starn is smashed, but they's two letters left, Ra, 
It*s a white boat, though ; and the bark uz 
black." 

**It must be the same," said the squire, 
slowly. "Truly, the Lord's ways are past find- 
ing out. A boat, in that storm ! But where is 
the child, Friend Loring ? '* 

The crowd meantime had gathered close, and 
now followed Rawn to the calash, Zimri stood 
at his post, scowling darkly, with a jealous 
impulse in his heart to drive away with his 
treasure ere it should be seen, and, perhaps, 
claimed. He moved aside sulkily as Tristram 
Gardner approached, and Rawn drew the cloak 
softly from the child*s head and Shoulders. 

A low murmur of pity ran through the crowd 
as they saw the pale face with its halo of golden 
hair. A mist swam suddenly before Trist ram 
Gardner's eyes. His hands trembled violently 
as he leaned against the cart. The muscles of 
his face were twitching piteously. 

" My little Faith ! '' he stammered, covering 
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bis eyes with his band. Tbe watcbers, many of 
tbem witb tbeir own eyes blurred, saw tbe tears 
trickling slowly between bis fingers. Tbe deep 
silence of sympatby was upon tbem all a mo- 
ment. Tben tbe squire controlled bimself by 
a strong effort. 

" Tbee understands, Friend Loring ? '* be said, 
very low. " Last spring tbe Lord took my 
little girl. Had I seen tbis cbild in my bouse 
to-day, I would bave said it was Faitb come 
back again. If tbee consents, TU take ber 
bome to Elizabetb. Tbee bas many cbildren, 
Friend Loring/' be added, witb tbe mist gatber- 
ing tbickly agairi, **and my big bouse is very 
lonely." 

Rawn Bunker was baving a new Sensation. 
Sometbing uncomfortable kept rising in bis 
tbroat ; be didn't know wbat to make of it. 
Sensations were rare in tbe Bunker bousebold, 
and were gotten rid of as soon as possible as 
too disturbing. So be took up tbe cbild and 
placed ber in tbe squire*s arms. 

"Take ber, Tristum," be said, burriedly. 
" My bouse ain't just sbipsbape for tbe likes o' 
ber.*' Tben be climbed into tbe calash, wbere 
Zimri stood with bowed bead, kicking steadily 
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at the seaweed, and started Crummel along the 
shore road toward bis wreckage. 

Tristram Gardner passed them a few mo- 
ments later on bis way to town. One of bis 
neigbbors was driving ; tbe cbild lay asleep on 
bis sboulder, witb one tiny arm clasping bis 
neck. He smiled in salutation as be passed, 
and Rawn waved bis band. But Zimri only 
scowled, and looked steadily out to sea. 

Tbat nigbt wbile Rawn lay snoring peace- 
fully, forgetful alike of tbe day*s loss and gain, 
Zimri lay awake in bis wretcbed bed, as far 
away from tbe otber cbildren as be could get 
and still retain a portion of tbe ragged coverlet. 
He, too, was baving some new sensations. He 
bad wasbed bis face before going tö bed, and, 
for tbe first time, it bad entered bis bead to 
tbink tbat tbe straw-litter on tbe floor migbt be 
otberwise. A dumb dissatisfaction witb bis 
bome, and a bitter jealousy against all tbe 
World, kept bim turning restlessly. All tbe 
wbile a vision of tbe wonderful cbild as be bad 
first seen ber in tbe boat kept floating before 
bis eyes. Wbat rigbt bad tbey to take ber ? 
He bad found ber ; bad swam out in tbe tide- 
way and brougbt ber in ; and nobody seemed 
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to think of him. But what could he do for her 
in such a home ? Instinctively he feit that she 
belonged to another world. Then he grew 
bitter again ; tili the blue eyes opened wide and 
looked into his. Somehow they made him for- 
get everything eise, and he feil asleep. 

A new power entered Zimri's forlorn life that 
night, — some such power as the prophet meant 
when he wrote, " A little child shall lead them/' 

A few days later there was a solemn service 
in the white church on the Square. The bodies 
that had been washed ashore, decently clothed, 
and in piain caskets, were ranged under the 
pulpit. The church was filled with silent men 
and women. They knew the sea and its sor- 
row; they were thinking of anxious hearts, 
somewhere out in the world, that would wait in 
vain for a homecoming. 

Toward the close of the service a deeper 
hush feil on the audience as Elizabeth Gardner 
rose, and come slowly forward, leading the child. 
On the left lay the sailor who had come ashore 
in the boat, and Elizabeth lifted her charge so 
as to look down into his face. 

" Is it thy father, child ? " she asked, gently. 

But the little girl only looked at her won- 



Digitized by 



Google 



^6 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

deringly, and smiled down upon the white 
features. 

**Iss ole Ben — sh! ee*s asleep," she whis- 
pered. And Elizabeth led her away. 

That was all they ever learned from her of 
ship or crew. Old sailors viewed the boat in 
Rawn Bunker's yard, and said no merchantman 
ever carried the like. Old fishermen, who knew 
the South Shore and its tides, argued that the 
boat came not from the wrecked bark, but 
from somewhere outside the storm that had 
driven her on the shoals. But soon other 
matters claimed their attention, and they for- 
got to wonder. Rumors came to the island of 
vessels seized by British cruisers, of American 
seamen pressed into service on English men-of- 
war, of government protests, and of ominous 
activity at the navy yards. 

They knew little, these peaceful Quaker folk, 
of the martial spirit that fired young America 
at these indignities. But they remembered 
the sufferings of the Revolution, and the dark 
shadow that had barely passed from the island. 
So they thought of their ships at sea, of sons 
who had died in English prisons, though they 
had taken no part in the struggle,.and prayed 
that war might be averted. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE WATCHMAN. 

Tristram Gardner's house was on Quanatee 
Bank, a high bluff on the eastern edge of the 
town, that had once served the Indians as a 
lookout over the inner harbor. From its upper 
Windows one could look west and north over 
the entire town, with its irregulär mass of 
steep, gray roofs. From the rear piazza the 
ground feil sharply away to a little crooked 
Street, lined with candle shops, that followed 
timidly along the shore just far enough back 
to get its feet wet occasionally when the wind 
blew east on a spring tide. Beyond were the 
wharves and shipping, and the long, bare arm 
of <roatue shining like gold against the blue 
waters of the harbor. One could trace the 
point for miles north and east, to where it van- 
ished into a fog-bank, and see beyond the 
vanishing point a fleck of white, like the flash 
37 
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of a seabird's wing in the fog, which was the 
Great Point lighthouse. Farther out were the 
wavering white surf lines, and the tide rips 
gleaming like silver under the sunlight. 

Perched on the ridge of the house between 
the chimneys was a broad walk with low rail- 
ings, built tbere as a watch-tower whence to 
look for the Coming of ships to the bar. This 
walk was the especial delight of Lois, as she 
grew older. To get to it one had to go through 
an old cobwebby garret filled with chests, and 
Shells, and strings of periwinkle's eggs, and 
twenty unknown things from the sea. The 
only light there came through a skylight in 
the roof, which made it dim as a ship's hold, 
and quite as mysterious. Then there was a 
companion-ladder to climb, and a trap-door to 
open, just above the big spyglass that rested 
on two pegs driven into the crossbeam. And 
then to climb through the opening on to the 
walk itself with its flood of sunshine, its breeze 
fresh from the ocean, and the dear delight of 
sleadying the big spyglass against a chimney 
to look into Pillick Dunham's kitchen, a mile 
away on Popsquatchet, and see what they were 
cooking for dinner ! 
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There was a locker on the walk for Lois's 
playthings, and there she spent part of every 
sunny day, singing to herseif and her dolls. 
Once she had gone there in despair, after three 
days of wet, foggy weather. As she stood 
looking across Coatue through the spyglass, 
the fog lifted suddenly, and there was a ship 
beating up to the bar. She ran to teil Tristram, 
who came, and after a look patted the child on 
the head. 

"Thee has a sailor's eye, little Lois," he 
Said. " Run quick, child, and say to Faith 
Barker: *Thy husband's ship is at the bar.' 
Take what she gives thee, and spend it as 
thee likes.*' 

So Lois ran and repeated the message. 
Whereupon Faith Barker, with a great joy in 
her face, kissed the child, and gave her from 
the mantel a silver dollar that Elihu Barker 
had placed behind the tinder box two years 
before, when he sailed away. It was the gift 
left by every Nantucket captain for the one 
who should first teil his wife the good news of 
his arrival. 

Another dear place to Lois was the wide, 
covered veranda in the rear. There was an- 
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other locker there, with another set of play- 
things, and only a rare northeaster, driving 
the rain in level sheets over the harbor, could 
prevent her staying there as long as she liked. 
When playthings lost interest it was a delight 
just to sit on the broad railing, with her chin in 
her band, watching the changing lights in the 
harbor, or the play of light and shade on a boat- 
sail, beating up to Pocomo against the wind. 
Why should the harbor be blue, and the bar 
light green at the same time? Why were 
the rips all silvery one day, and black as ink the 
next ? What made those narrow paths, wind- 
ing snakelike over the ocean, Uke sheep paths 
on the commons ? 

Tristram Gardner could have answered these 
questions, no doubt ; but it was pleasanter to 
wonder about them, and make stories. If she 
asked anybody it was Zimri, who seemed to 
know everything, and whose answers never 
puzzled her. What makes the rips black .!* 
'Cause they's a storm comin'. What makes 
the bar green ? 'Cause it's shallow water. 
You'll get aground in shallow water if you 
don't watch out. What makes the path ? Blue- 
fish. All of which delightful misinformation 
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only gave her more to wonder about, instead of 
confusing her with light reflections, and cloud 
shadows, and tide-slicks^ and all such uninterest- 
ing explanations. 

There was one moment in each day that 
rarely found Lois absent from the piazza. It 
was just after sundown, when the first gleam of 
the Great Point light came quivering over 
Coatue in the deepening twilight. Night after 
night in summer and winter she watched for it 
eagerly, Standing on the railing with an arm 
about the carved oak post. She liked *' the 
man in the light," though she had never seen 
him. And she had a curious little half formed 
thought as she turned away, that she had 
helped him light the beacon that would warn 
the ships from the shoals all night long. The 
last thing she did before going to bed was to 
lift her curtain, to be sure the light was shin- 
ing steadily in the darkness, and say good night 
to her friend the keeper, twelve miles away 
over the harbor. 

The piazza had another attraction. From 
one corner she could look 'way down to the 
Salt Creeks, and see the weather-worn sides of 
Rawn Bunkerns shanty through the trees. 
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Sometimes she saw him plodding wearily along 
shore toward Shimmo flats with basket and 
clam-rake, and evident traces of "cricks'' in bis 
spine. Sometimes at dusk, as she watched for 
the light, she saw a white boat with two rowers 
skimming rapidly over the harbor toward the 
"meadows,** and listened for the report of 
Rawn*s gun to teil her that the black-ducks 
were Coming in to bis decoys. In winter, when 
the wind was rough, she often watched father 
and son tug at the heavy dory tili it floated, 
then creep at a snail's pace up and down over 
the white caps tili they ran ashore on Coatue 
and disappeared into the cedars, leaving her 
wishing she could go with them. 

A curious friendship had formed strongly be- 
tween her and the Bunker household. Tris- 
tram Gardner and bis wife Elizabeth looked 
askance, but were silent. They remembered to 
whom they owed this sunny child, who had 
brightened their home, and become to them as 
a daughter. So Lois was allowed to go and 
come almost as she pleased. With the years 
all memory of the great storm had faded from 
the child's mind, and with a sense of chivalry 
that one would hardly have expected from the 
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Bunkers, they never spoke of it in her pres- 
ence. 

The tumbledown house on the Creeks was a 
new and curious world to Lois, — it was so 
different from the big house on the bank, with 
its atmosphere of love and gentleness and 
Quaker simplicity. She ruled there, neverthe- 
less, with a sway as absolute as it was uncon- 
scious. At her Coming Marm Bunker left 
spelling out the newspaper story, and took to 
sweeping ; the young Bunkers were washed, 
gasping and indignant, in the tub under the 
eaves ; the shrill voices were softened in wel- 
come. But Lois liked best to go out in the 
dory, or berrying on the common s with Rawn 
and Zimri. And never a little lady in the 
middle ages was more humbly served than was 
Lois by these two unprepossessing knights. 
Rawn's fish must be killed as soon as they 
were caught, instead of flopping their lives out 
in the boat. His basket of clams must have 
water to drink ; and every crippled brant must 
be cared for, and added to the miscellaneous 
flock behind Crummers stable. 

Since the day when Lois came a subtle 
change had been going on in Zimri, He workecj 
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harder when he had the opportunity ; his clothes 
somehow became more presentable ; and a pur- 
pose was gradually forming to go to sea like 
other boys. Sometimes even, when Lois was 
with him, a vision came to hira of a splendid 
ship all shaking in the wind, with whalemen 
swarming on her decks, and boats lowering 
merrily at his command. But he said nothing 
of this. He was afraid of the world into which 
he had never entered. 

One afternoon in autumn a dory came creep- 
ing down toward the Salt Creeks. Zimri was 
at the oars, bending steadily to the short dory- 
stroke of the fishermen. Lois sat high in the 
Stern looking dreamily westward, where sunset 
lights were flashing brilliantly behind the gray 
old town. A tub of sea-clams amidships ex- 
plained their errand up harbor, and indicated 
also that Rawn Bunker was getting his bait 
ready for the 'Sconset fishing season. 

Six years have passed since Lois came ashore 
on Macy's Point. Six weary and anxious years 
they were to the Islanders. The interminable 
war between France and England, and the 
severe laws ^passed by both nations against our 
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shipping, had well-nigh swept the wealth of 
Nantucket from the ocean. Still they hoped 
for better things, tili a ship came to the 
bar one day, and a boat shot swiftly from 
her side before anchor chains had ceased 
rattling in the hawse-pipes. Before it reached the 
dock the crowd on the old North Wharf knew 
that war had been declared, and that another 
period of loss and suffering was before them. 

For a year now the war had raged on land 
and sea; and the peaceful Nantucketers had 
endured more of its horrors than any other 
part of our country. The ships, on which their 
life depended, were nearly all destroyed or cap- 
tured by privateers. The crews were taken to 
England to be imprisoned or forced to serve on 
English ships, or eise were left penniless at the 
nearest port to find their way home as best they 
could. With the winter, starvation more than 
once stared the Islanders in the face ; for Eng- 
lish boats in the sound seized upon their provi- 
sions, and cut off all communication with the 
mainland. Only the bravery of Nantucket sail- 
ors, in running the blockade by night, kept 
them scantily supplied with necessities. Only 
the charity of the inhabitants, in sharing what 
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they had with one another, kept men from dying 
by hundreds of starvation. 

The sunset glory brightened on the sea tili 
the town seemed painted in India ink against it, 
and the harbor quivered like molten metal as 
one rowed over it into the west. But Lois*s 
gaze wandered from the brightness to Zimri's 
sturdy figure, when the sunset was forgotten, 
and a puzzled look came into the child's 
face. 

" Stop rowing, Zimri." And Zimri stopped 
obediently, with oars raised, while the dory 
moved slowly westward in the tide. 

" Is thee sure, Zimri, that a ship couldii't get 
in now ? *' 

" Sure ? 'Course she couldn't ! They's been 
two Briti.shers watchin' the bar mor'n a month. 
One o* them caught the Grampus and sent her 
to England. 'Less they go away, or a man-of- 
war comes along, we won't get no more ships, 
an' no more oil this winter, — I wish a man-of- 
war would come along. Wallopins ! wouldn*t 
I like to see her tackle those Britishers ! " And 
Zimri dashed his oars into the water f or a mighty 
pull. 

** But, Zimri, suppose a ship came and didn't 
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know about the Britishers, isn*t there any way 
to save her ? " 

Zimri stopped rowing again, and looked ear- 
nestly at his little comrade. 

" If I teil you somp'n, Lois, won't you nev.er 
teil ? " 

Lois shook her head tili the curls that 
Elizabeth had tried so hard to straighten 
came down into her eyes; she shut her Ups 
tight. 

" Then TU teil you, Lois. Only you mustn't 
teil, *cause the Britishers might find it out. 
They's a big pole on Saul's Hill, near Pulpit 
Rock, like the one the Britishers cut down on 
the South Shore last year. You can't see it 
from the bar ; and nobody knows it's there, 
*cept*n* the captains at sea and a few men in 
town. Rawn and me found it last spring. If 
a ship heaves in sight to the south*ard, they'll 
just holst a Signal on the pole, and the ship'll 
wear off. Only they mustn't keep it flying, or 
the Britishers would see it, and burn the town. 
They threatened to do it last year if we ever 
warned a ship again. They's other ways, too, 
of letting the ships know when to keep off; 
only I haven't found um out.*' 
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Lois Started forward eagerly as Zimri finished, 
and knelt on the thwart in front of him. 

" Now, I'll teil you something, Zimri. And 
you mustn't teil, — only watch. Father had a 
letter last night. It came roundabout to Hyan- 
nis, and the wood man brought it over. That's 
how the Britishers didn't get it. It says the 
Lydia is on her way home, with two thousand 
barreis of oil. The letter was sent from Brazil 
by a trader, and father reckoned the Lydia 
must be 'most here. I heard him teil mother 
about it when they thought I was asleep. I 
wouldn't teil anybody but you, Zimri, 'cause 
you know everything. And you must find 
some way to save the Lydia, 'cause father has 
lost all his ships but this, and brother Jethro 
is in her. You will, won*t you, Zimri t " 

Zimri had listened intently to every word of 
the child's narrative. As she finished he gripped 
his oars hard, and a look of determination came 
into the sunbumt face. 

" Rawn and me*s going to 'Sconset to-morrow. 
ril watch all the time, Lois. And the British- 
ers won*t get the Lydia if I can help it." 

The promise, from a boy, seemed almost 
pathetic. But one who heard it must have 
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forgotten for the moment that it was only 
" one of those poor Bunkers " speaking. 

Tristram Gardner paced the veranda late 
that night in anxious thought. He had lost 
heavily, and his only son, with his only remain- 
ing ship, might even now be running into the 
hands of the English. He had stationed a 
watchman on the South Shore, and from more 
than one walk a spyglass would sweep the sea at 
daylight for the Lydias topsails. But what with 
fogs and storms, the brig was far more likely 
to be captured by the privateers than to see 
any warning from the shore in time. Besides, 
to set a Signal of any kind might mean the 
destruction of the town. As is generally the 
case in anxious problems, an unknown element, 
and one that would have seemed to the squire 
very insignificant, was at work for him. That 
element was Zimri Bunker, polishing the lenses 
of his old telescope in the shanty down by the 
Salt Creeks. 

Rawn and Zimri had been fishing a week at 
'Sconset, with very indifferent success. Still 
that mattered little, for they had less fish to 
take carQ pf. Zimri had confided to Rawn the 
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secret of the Lydia^ and both were more con- 
cerned for her safety than for their own success. 
The loss of the vessel meant added suffering to 
that which was already unbearable. To save 
her meant activity at the candle shops, and 
temporary relief to the whole Island. Rawn 
comprehended this vaguely ; and to his sym- 
pathy was added the excitement of watching, 
and the danger of being discovered warning a 
vessel away, an offence which had been more 
than once threatened with death by the English. 

Late one afternoon Zimri lay on the high 
bluff at Sankotty Head, with his telescope 
pointing steadily at a spot on the horizon, low 
down in the southeast. It had been stormy 
and dark all day. The fishermen had been 
unable to float their dories through the surf, 
and were idling or scrimshatmtuig in the huts 
on 'Sconset Bank. In the afternoon signs of 
clear weather appeared in the west, and Zimri 
hurried to Sankotty Head, two miles north 
along shore, for a wider sweep for his telescope. 

He was looking at a vessel's topsails, — of 
that he was quite sure, — but so far away that 
he could teil nothing about her. The minutes 
sped by as he watched, tili the sun sent a flood 
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of light through the storm-clouds just before it 
dropped into the sea. A gleam feil on the 
distant ship, and showed Zimri the double top- 
sails of a brig. Just beyond, but evidently in 
close Company, the sails of a schooner showed 
for a moment, and were lost as the brig kept 
off before the wind. 

Zimri was trembling with cold and excite- 
ment as he rose to his feet. One of the vessels 
must be the Lydia ; the other filled him with 
misgivings. But the signal must be set in any 
case, that Captain Swain might know of the 
danger at the bar. Three miles of desolate 
moor lay between him and SauFs Hills ; but 
the western sky was still bright when he threw 
himself down panting at the foot of the signal 
pole. There was a flag hidden somewhere near, 
but there was no time now to hunt for it. Tak- 
ing off his jacket, he fastened its sleeves to the 
halyards and ran it up to the top, where it stood 
out straight in the wind jet-black against the 
sunset. 

With his telescope resting on Pulpit Rock, 
Zimri watched the brig. She was plainly visible 
now, and the schooner close astern of her. But 
why didn*t she change her course } The signal 
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must be visible at that distance, and every 
Nantucket captain would have a man in the 
crow-nest long before the island began to lift 
above the horizon. Zimri twisted about impa- 
tiently as the twilight deepened ; but the brig 
bore steadily up from the south'ard, and the 
Signal fluttered unheeded. 

He was so absorbed in watching her move- 
ments that he did not notice, out to the east*ard, 
another brig that rose above the horizon tili 
she was plainly visible without a glass. She 
hung there a moment between sea and sky, her 
canvas shining like a snow-cap in the fading 
light, while the night gathered about her. Then 
her sails grew black, like the sea around them, 
as the brig changed her course, and dropped 
below the horizon whence she had come. 

Long before the first streaks of gray had 
brightened the east, Tristram Gardner's team 
was speeding over the moors toward SauVs 
Hills. Two vessels had been seen at sunset 
from the tower. The news that the Lydia was 
in sight with a sChooner in consort, while the 
Britishers watched the bar, filled the hearts of 
the Islanders with foreboding. The schooner 
might be a privateer that had already captured 
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the brig, but he would set the danger signal 
and take the consequences. This was resolved 
upon after a hasty consultation with a few 
trustworthy captains, who had grown desperate 
with continued loss and privation. 

As he stopped a moment near the pole a 
flutter caught his ear, and, looking up, he saw 
the signal waving dimly against the stars. 
Some one had been before him, — his watchman 
on the South Shore no doubt, — and his face 
lighted at the thought that Captain Swain 
might have seen the signal at sunset and bore 
away to sea again. He hastened to Pulpit 
Rock, and was peering into the dim east through 
his glass, when the ropes rattled on the pole 
and he saw the signal flutter to the ground. 
Running back, he found Zimri Bunker unbend- 
ing his jacket from the halyards. 

"Stop, Zimri! What's this thee's doing? 
Who put up that signal ? " 

"'Tain*t the Lj/dta at all!" cried Zimri, his 
voice trembling with excitement and the sudden 
fright. "I put up the signal, but she didn't 
notice it. Rawn and me rowed out las* night 
when the wind went down, and got near enough 
to see her. She*s a trader o* some kind, and a 



Digitized by 



Google 



54 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

schooner with her. TheyVe anchored on the 
shoal. And they's a big ship, a man-of-war, 
beating up from west'ard. Fve run all the 
way. Hark! What'sthat?" 

The hüls vvere gray about them by this time, 
and a faint breeze stirred in the south. As 
they listened, the heavy boom of a gun came 
roUing over the moors from the ocean. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

WAR ECHOES. 

When the 'Sconset fishermen came to their 
doors that morning, they rubbed their eyes at 
the sight of two vessels close to the island, and 
a third in the offing. To the eastward a deep- 
laden brig had just hoisted anchor, and was 
trying in light winds to gain headway against 
the ebb tide. Farther out a small schooner 
was riding lightly at anchor. At first sight she 
seemed only an unusually trim bank fisherman. 
Her spars were too long, however, and her boats 
were plainly not intended for fishing. A sec- 
ond glance must have noted the heavy bulwarks, 
and dark seams that might open at a moment's 
notice into frowning port-holes. 

A privat eer evidently, and the brig was her 
prize. So thought the fishermen, studying her 
through their glasses. But was she English or 
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American ? As they watched and debated a 
dark bündle rose swiftly into the rigging, which 
broke from the masthead into the stars and 
stripes of the brightest ensign upon earth. A 
moment it fluttered there brightly, with the 
sunrise shining through it, then it sank to the 
deck again. 

" Hurrah ! " yelled cid Jed Cradders, swing- 
ing his hat violently. " Hip-hurrah, mates ! 
That's the blessedest sight I've seen these two 
years, — since the Britishers blocked us in." 
And Jed hastened down the bank, as if to get 
nearer the inspiring sight. 

Jed was not a Quaker, and he had been taken 
from a whale-ship to suffer two years in an 
English prison during the Revolution, because 
he ref used to obey a brutal prize-master, — 
which accounted for his excitement now. 

" Hello ! " he added, as the flag came down, 
"what's that for? Why don't he keep his 
colors flyin' ? " 

" Must be a signal to us,'* said Rawn Bunker, 
who was fishing shares with Jed that season. 
" Mebbe the ship yonder's a Britisher. Shouldn*t 
wonder if she wuz a Britisher. She*s tryin' 
mighty hard to beat up this way, anyhow. 



Digitized by 



Google 



WaR EcttoEä. S7 

Lord help the little schooner if she gets w*thin 
reach ! " 

The vessel referred to was still too far to 
the south'ard to determine much about her, 
except that she was a large ship and had every 
stitch of canvas set to the light winds. They 
watched her awhile with anxious interest. Then, 
because there were hungry children at home, 
they floated their dories, and scattered to their 
places on the fishing-grounds. 

Rawn and his partner, with Zimri, who had 
hurried back from the hüls, were anchored at 
the north end of the rip nearest the schooner. 
She lay at anchor a mile out, waiting evidently 
for her consort to make some headway. Zimri 
watched her uneasily, thinking of the privateers 
at the bar, wondering if they ought not to warn 
her. An hour had passed, with a scarcely 
perceptible change in the relative position of 
the three vessels, when a boat left the priva- 
teer's side, and stopped near the fishermen. 

" Boat, ahoy ! '* shouted a man in the stern- 
sheets. " Come aboard, will you ? The cap- 
tain wants you." 

Zimri jumped to the killock rope on the 
instant. It was the summons he had been 
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longing for. Lines were hauled with alacrity, 
and they foUowed their conductors to the 
schooner and up over her rail. 

They had time for scarcely more than a 
glance at the trim decks and the cannon under 
her bulwarks when the captain approached with 
two officers. He was a tall man, a Scotch- 
American evidently, strong and resolute in 
bearing, yet with a kindly seaman's face. 

" Captain Ordway/* he said, briefly. " And 
this is my schooner, the Neufchately now an 
American privateer. You are Nantiicket men ? " 

"Ay, sir,** said Jed Cradders, "Nantucket- 
ers and whalemen. And mighty glad to see 
a *Merican ship again, with two Britishers 
watchin*, like cats, at the bar, to grab every 
whaler *at comes home." 

" What's that ? '* said the captain, eager at 
once. " Two Englishmen ? Where ? " 

" In the sound, north of the bar, cap*n. Two 
hours reach with a good wind, an* you*ll 
have to clear decks, or run for it. TheyVe 
been cruisin' off *n' on for a month 
there ; and nothin* gets by 'thout being over- 
hauled." 

Captain Ordway turned, and paced the deck 
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uneasily. As he passed the foremast he called 
to a man in the crosstrees : 

" Aloft, there ! Any change yet ? ** 

" Nothing, cap*n. She's barely holding her 
own with the tide. There's a man in her chains 
sounding." 

"That," Said the captain, pointing to the 
distant ship, " is an English f rigate, the Endym- 
ioHy forty-four guns. She*s been chasing us 
two days. Yesterday she came near overhaul- 
ing US, but we slipped her in the dark. If it 
weren't for the brig there, we*d have left her 
hüll down the first night." And the captain 
glanced with pride at his trim schooner. 

" What is the brig, cap*n ? *' asked Rawn. 

" It's a prize we picked up just before sight- 
ing the Englishman, the Douglass^ merchant- 
man, from Jamaica to London. It*s been a 
hard pull to save her, and we must lose her 
now, unless a miracle happens. Do you know 
anything about those Englishmen in the 
sound } " he asked, abruptly. 

" Noth'n', cap'n, 'cept one's a clipper, an* the 
other's a tawps'l schooner. They an* the dummed 
boats fr'm the fleet off Long Island have kept 
US at starvation p'int all summen* ' 
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The captain's face was clouded again. "Just 
stay here a moment, will you ? " he said. ." Fll 
join you directly/* And, beckoning to his offi- 
cers, he disappeared down the companionway. 

It was a trying Situation that Captain Ord- 
way faced, sitting at the cabin-table with his 
officers. The Douglass^ though heavy, was a 
good sailor. With only the frigate in view, 
they would have made another effort to save 
her. But with swift privat eers at band that 
was out of the question. The captain had 
already sent two prizes home, and, including 
the prize-crew then on the Dotiglass, there 
were but thirty men, all told, to man the 
schooner. An encounter with the privateers 
under such circumstances would be sheer mad- 
ness. Worst of all, the weather threatened a 
dead calm, and the frigate was near enough to 
make a boat attack not improbable. 

The captain had been gone but a few min- 
utes when he rejoined the fishermen. 

" We must abandon the brig,'* he said. " Do 
you know a place hereabouts where she can be 
beached, and save the cargo ? '* 

" Quidnet, cap*n ! " said Jed, eagerly. " They's 
a Channel there, just north o' here, that runs 
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close to shore. You can work her in fine when 
the tide*s right, an' 'fore she strikes you can 
jump ashore from her jibboom. Mighty little 
of her cargo*ll go to waste, — ^n' mighty little 
the Britishers'll get if they on'y keep off a day 
or two." 

The captain*s face was a bit relieved, as he 
turned to one of the officers. 

"Get your boat ready, Mr. Gray, and take 
these men aboard the Douglass, Beach her, 
and get back as soon as possible. We must 
put more space between us and the frigate 
before the wind leaves us altogether. Eh, 
what's that?'* This last to Zimri, who had 
come up behind him, half frightened, and was 
speaking rapidly. " Yes, lad, stay if you like. 
We have small chance of getting out of here 
to-day, and I shall need a pilot." 

At noon the brig was fast on the sand close 
to shore, and the prize-crew wer6 pulling back 
to the schooner. She had hoisted anchor, and, 
with all sail set, was drifting northward to meet 
them, with Zimri, proud as a peacock, at her 
wheel. Close behind the boats followed a fish- 
erman's dory. For Rawn and Jed, having tasted 
the excitement of war, were loath to leave tili 
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they had seen the end of the adventure. So 
they had sent messengers in their stead, hur- 
rying over the möors, to teil the town fathers 
that the brig and her cargo were given them to 
relieve their suffering. 

All the afternoon the schooner struggled 
against wind and tide for barely two miles of 
headway. Then the breeze gave out, and the 
anchor was let go again. The frigate mean- 
while was watched anxiously. She seemed to 
lose rather than gain ground, and at sunset the 
man aloft reported her anchor down, and men 
busy in her rigging. A good six miles lay 
between the vessels, but there would be a moon 
soon after dark, and the captain's face was 
not free from anxiety, as he paced to and fro. 
At sunset the crew were lounging about the 
deck, a suppressed excitement in their atti- 
tudes, when he came down from aloft, where 
he had been watching the enemy, and sum- 
moned his men. 

" Boys," he said, quietly, " we*re a good bit 

off from the Englishman, but I don*t like the 

looks of his decks. He won't dare send his 
« 

boats by daylight, — we'd sink them before 
they got within musket-shot. But there's a 
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moon to-night, and I half suspect an attack. 
We're short-handed, men, but we won*t give 
in without a fight for it. And we won't be 
caught napping. Clear ship for action ! " 

The men sprang to their places on the in- 
stant, every move betokening the confidence 
they feit in themselves and in their captain. 
Then followed a scene of transformation that 
amazed the fishermen. Everything movable, 
that could be of no use in an engagement, 
was swept from the decks, as if by magic. 
Huge Stands of arms, cutlasses, and boarding- 
pikes and muskets appeared from below. Port- 
holes were thrown open, and the guns, heavily 
loaded with grape and canister, run out. A 
light rope netting was brought from the hold, 
and fastened to stout stanchions above the rail, 
so as to make it impossible for a man to gain 
the deck without first cutting his way 
through. Decks were sanded, and ammuni- 
tion for guns and muskets placed ready at 
hand. Then the crew scattered to their places, 
and a tense waiting silence settled over the 
schooner. 

Zimri was every where during these rapid 
preparations. Captain Ordway noted with sat- 
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isfaction bis efforts to lend a band where help 
was needed. There was still light enough to 
see, though far to the northward the beacon 
on Great Point was flasbing its warning over 
tbe waters, wben the captain came forward 
wbere the boy stood with Rawn, peering 
through the autumn mists in tbe direction of 
the frigate, whicb bad long since been lost to 
sight. Jed was forward somewhere, taking bis 
first lesson with cutlass and miisket. 

" I want to reconnoitre the frigate a bit," said 
the captain, watching keenly tbe effect of bis 
words on the two before bim. "But I am fear- 
fully short-banded to defend the schooner, and 
I can*t spare men to man a boat. You know 
tbe tides here. Are you willing to undertake 
it?" 

Rawn stood silent a long time, with head 
down, slowly changing from one foot to tbe 
other, while Zimri fidgeted uneasily. 

**Well, cap'n, my grantber wuz a Quaker, 
an' I ain*t never fit yet. 'Sides, them British- 
ers threatened to burn the town if they caught 
US warnin* a vess*l off, or belpin' a 'Merican 
ship. But I reckon they ain't no barm in 
Zimri an' me goin' night fisbin' off'n the south 
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end o* Pochick, — eh, Zimri?'* And Rawn 
looked up, grinning amiably at his own joke. 

" Right you are, my man, and thank you 
heartily. It's a grand deed/* And Captain 
Ordway offered his hand in turn to father 
and son. Ten minutes later their dory left 
the schooner's side and disappeared silently 
into the mist. 

Four hours passed slowly in intense silence. 
The moon shone clear and subdued, as it 
shines only on autumn nights. A thin, cool 
haze rested lightly on the water in the perfect 
stillness of air and ocean. Northward the light 
gleamed steadily, with a golden aureole about 
it. Westward a faint twinkle here and there 
showed where fishermen still kept watch on 
'Sconset bank. The schooner lay dark and 
motionless at her anchor, not even a headlight 
showing. Under her cutwater the black tide 
rippled strongly. Not a sound was heard ; not 
a sign of life was manifest ; yet the very 
spars seemed listening. At either end night- 
glasses swept the sea continually ; and f rom 
the rail everywhere sailors' eyes were peering 
keenly beyond the bow line where ocean was 
lost in silver mist. 
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A slight sound broke the stillness, — a quiet 
clunk-clunk, — that was upon them ere they had 
located it. A cautious voice called, ** Schooner, 
ahoy ! *' and Rawn's dory rubbed against the 
schooner's side. In a moment he and Zimri 
were over the rail, with officers and men 
gathered about them. 

" They's four big boats a-comin', cap'n ; and 
a little one follerin*. We wuz down near the 
frigate when they passed us, all together, and 
never saw us. We followed tili a couple o'- 
miles below here, when they wuz kinder feelin' 
their way 'long. Two boats veered out ; the 
rest kept straight along. Then we rowed clus 
inshore in quicker water, and here we 
are. They've got their oars muffled, cap*n ; 
and they can't be far off, 'cause the tide's 
runnin' strong, on'y they ain't sure yet where 
you be." 

"A double attack, fore and aft," exclaimed 
the captain, under breath. " Lucky for us it's 
misty, and that the tide is strong ! They'U be 
lesfi likely to strike us all at once. Ready, men, 
at your places ! Wake all hands, and watch for 
your livüi^.'* Then he vanished forward to his 
üwn lüokout over the bowsprit. 



Digitized by 



Google 



WAk EcHoEs. 67 

A half-hour had passed silently, when a bare- 
foot sailor ran aJong the deck and touched his 
arm. 

** Here they are, cap*n ! " he whispered, and 
pointed shoreward over the starboard quarter. 
In the obscurity two boats could be dimly seen, 
stealing down on the schooner. 

Their purpose was evident, — to get close 
beside their prize before they should be dis- 
covered, and then swarm over her rail before 
the guns could be brought to bear upon them. 
The silence aboard the schooner deceived them. 
Could they have looked for a moment behind 
the bulwarks, and seen the gunners moving like 
shadows about their guns, and the crew grip- 
ping their weapons, they would hardly have 
waited, as they were evidently doing, for the 
attacking party on the other side. 

The Englishmen had greatly miscalculated 
one thing, the force of the tides about the island. 
Almost before they knew it they were swept 
astern of the schooner, and had to come about 
cautiously to regain lost ground. As they came 
abreast of the privateer they offered a perfect 
mark for her gunners, lying broadside on, and 
scarcely fifty yards away. Then a voice rang 



Digitized by 



Google 



68 THE MAKING OF ZlMRt BUNKEft. 

out clear and sharp as a trumpet blast from the 
silent vessel. 

" Ready, men ! Fire ! *' 

The broadside of the little schooner answered 
as a Single gun. A shout of rage and pain rose 
from the smitten boats as their rowers dashed 
the water in vain. Like an echo another shout 
rose from the port side of the schooner, and 
two more boats rushed into sight. Another 
broadside answered, and a wild cheer, as the 
American seamen rose from their crouching 
positions and poured a deadly fire of musketry 
into the enemy. Under the starboard bulwarks 
the gunners worked like demons recharging 
their guns. But there was little need for haste 
there. When the smoke rose and they looked 
eagerly for the attack, they had a glimpse of 
two riddled boats, Alling rapidly as they drifted 
astern. Leaving their guns they sprang across 
the deck, where boarders were al ready swarming 
up the schooner's side. 

Four boats, of thirty men each, left the 
frigate that night. The captain's gig foUowed 
them, containing, besides the captain, only the 
surgeon and his assistants. Of these, two were 
never heard from after the first terrible broad- 



Digitized by 



Google 



WAR ECMOES. 69 

side. Those in the other two fought like tigers 
to gain the decks. Grappling-irons and ladders 
were thrown over the rail as the boats touched 
the schooner, and the Englishmen leaped from 
their places to avenge the death of their com- 
rades. They were two to one ; but the prepara- 
tions on board the schooner placed them at a 
fearful disadvantage. As fast as a man gained 
the rail, only to find himself caught in the net, 
a blow from cutlass or musket sent him tum- 
bling back among his fellows. Just one man 
gained the deck in that first desperate rush; 
and he feil dead through the breach he had 
made in the fatal netting. 

For a half-hour or more the attack was kept 
up, tili scarcely half the crew remained in either 
boat. Then the captain's gig dashed alongside 
a laboring boat, and the captain himself leaped 
into it. With his own hands he cast loose from 
the schooner and allowed the tide to sweep 
them astem out of danger. Quickly reorganiz- 
ing the demoralized crew, he directed them to 
row up under the starboard quarter. The pri- 
vateersmen, thinking only of victory as he 
drifted away, raised a cheer, and sprang to 
where the other boat was making a last 
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mighty effort against hopeless odds. Then, 
when all were occupied, a scaling ladder was 
flung over the starboard side, and the English 
captain sprang upon the rail. 

A musket flashed close beside him, and he 
winced as if Struck. Then drawing his sword 
he Struck down over the ropes, and laid his 
antagonist wounded on the deck. His voice 
rang above the clash of conflict, cheering on 
his crew : 

" Come on, my men ! Up, up with you to 
her decks ! By the gods, she's ours yet ! '* 

It was a splendid deed, and worthy of an 
English captain. But the ending was inglori- 
ous. Under shadow of the quarter-boat Rawn 
Bunker had stood a stupefied spectator of the 
whole desperate conflict. It was he who noticed 
this last attack, and called the wounded Seaman 
to the scene of danger. Now as the English» 
captain stood upon the rail, slashing at the 
opposing netting, while dark, set faces rose 
above the bulwarks, it flashed upon him that 
his time of action had come. 

" Wow, pirates ! help ! help ! '* he yelled, and 
grabbed a musket from a stand of arms. Re- 
versing it, he plunged like a battering-ram at 
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the Englishman*s stomach, and sent him head- 
long over the side. A dozen of the privateersmen 
caught the alarm, and rushed to Ra>yn*s aid. 
There was a quick, fierce struggle, then the 
schooner*s rail was clear again. 

"Hurrah, boys! They're ours!" cried the 
captain's voice. " Out with the grappling- 
chains, lively ! Don't let them get away to 
the frigate!'' 

There was no need for the order. Both 
boats, filled with dead and wounded, with 
scarcely enough of the crew left to work 
them, had already surrendered. 

A boat was quickly lowered, and the schoon- 
er*s crew busied themselves with securing their 
prisoners and repairing damages. But Rawn 
found Zimri, all blackened with powder smoke, 
and dragged him hurriedly to where the dory 
lay fast to the main-chains. 

<* Come quick, Zimri ! *' Rawn*s voice was 
shaky with excitement. "Lordy, but I must 
ha* hurt *im. I seen him afterward swimmin' 
out yonder.** And jumping into the dory, they 
pulled away in the direction in which Rawn 
had Seen the English captain disappear. A 
splash ahead came to their ears as they rowed. 
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" Lively, Zimri ! There he is, — most gone, 
I reckon. Easy now — just as you go — steady 
— there ! '* Rawn leaned far out and grasped 
the man in the water, who was struggling f eebly 
in the tide. 

Together they managed to get him into the 
dory, though with great difficulty, for he was 
too far gone to help himself. When they 
reached the schooner, Captain Ordway was 
calling for them anxiously. The surgeon*s gig 
had escaped to the frigate with the news of 
defeat ; and another attack was expected ere 
morning. 

Very carefuUy the English captain was 
hoisted from the dory over the rail. Spite 
of their anxiety, the seamen gathered about him 
in silent admiration. He lay upon the deck, 
with the moonlight shining füll upon him, as 
Rawn and Zimri pushed through the circle, and 
bent över him. 

A Strange thrill ran over Rawn Bunker, as 
he gazed half fascinated at the set, white face, 
with a look in it he had seen somewhere before. 
He raised his head to find Zimri looking at him 
intently. But he shook off the Sensation in a 
moment, and turned to secure his old dory ; 
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while Zimri ran to where some of the crew 
were securing the captured boats astern. 

Curiously enough, the same thought had 
flashed through both their minds in that in- 
stant when their eyes met, though neither was 
aware of it in the other, — the thought of a 
morning long ago, on Macy's Point, and of 
a child*s face that looked up at them, white 
and appealing, from a shipwrecked boat. 
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NEW ELEMENTS. 

The second attack for which Captain Ordway 
watched anxiously all night long never came. 
At daylight the disheartened frigate was seen 
with all sail set, taking advantage of the ebb- 
tide and an occasional catspaw breeze, bearing 
away to sea. The whole boarding party, that 
had left her so confidently the night before, 
were lost to a few American seamen, aboard a 
little schooner that must have sunk to half 
a broadside from the frigate*s guns. 

Not a man of the schooner's crew had been 
lost. Save for a few wounded they were ready 
for another encounter. But when the last boat 
had been made fast after the desperate attack, 
and the handful of prisoners secured, old Jed 
Cradders was found face downward, under the 
port rail, where the fighting had been fiercest. 

74 
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At sixty-five he had taken his first and last 
lesson in war. Before the attack he had asked 
Captain Ordway to be buried at sea in case 
of his death. As the sun rose, and the sails of 
the defeated frigate were growing small on the 
horizon, the boom of the schooner*s port guns 
announced the resting-place of a brave Seaman. 

Down the eastern slopes of Saul's Hills a 
long line of teams halted suddenly as the 
report of the guns came rolling over the com- 
mons. They had come from town thus early 
to assist in the discharge of the Douglass before 
she should be discovered by privateers from the 
sound. A strong curiosity had hastened their 
departure ; the staid Quaker horses were won- 
dering, no doubt, at the unseemly haste of 
their masters. Many a sleeper had been dis- 
turbed during the night without knowing why. 
Others had risen in wonder at the heavy echoes 
of the first cannon-shots that had ever disturbed 
the peace of the island. Now as they halted, 
uncertain whether to go on or return, Rawn 
Bunker' s old white horse was seen hastening 
over the moors to meet them. 

" There's been a tarnal scrape,*' he shouted, 
^s soon a$ he came within hailing cjistance, 
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Then he jumped out, and they gathered close 
about him, while he related hurriedly the events 
of the night. Captain Ordway was anxious to 
get away as quickly as possible, he said, and 
had sent him to secure a dozen teams to con- 
vey the wounded Englishmen to town. 

The request was instantly complied with. 
Twelve of the best teams separated from the 
line and steered direct for the beach opposite 
the schooner; the others kept on toward the 
stranded vessel, in greater haste because of the 
thought that the firing might have been heard 
at the bar, and a boat be sent, as soon as the 
wind allowed, to investigate. 

Rawn Bunker was among those who sought 
the schooner. He had been growing steadily in 
his own estimation the past few days. Events 
seemed to be working in his favor to put him in 
positions of responsibility. To his own surprise, 
he found himself rising to meet them. So he 
began to respect himself, and, as is always the 
case, people detected it and began to respect 
him. He had scarcely counted in a crowd 
before. Now he assumed a natural leadership 
in transferring the wounded from the schooner 
to shore, 
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Zimri was nowhere about. The last seen of 
him he was pulling northward toward Sankotty 
Head in , the old dory, probably for another 
lookout after the missing Lydia, And Rawn 
thought for the first time consciously, as he 
saw the boy pulling against the tide, that he 
had never known him to forget a promise. 

The wounded men were all paroled before 
leaving the schooner, L e.y they pledged them- 
selves verbally not to take up arms again against 
the United States during the war. Once ashore, 
they were made as comfortable as possible in 
the springless carts, and carried to town, where 
they were cared for in private houses by the 
kind-hearted Quakers. 

Rawn Bunker carried the English captain in 
his own calash. He did this as a kind of pen- 
ance for the part he had borne in his injury, 
but partly because he found himself strongly 
attracted to the man. He remembered how 
brave he looked as he leaped alone upon the 
schooner' s rail. Then, as often as he looked at 
him, he found himself wondering at a familiär 
look in his face. Again and again he stopped 
Crummel, to inquire for the comfort of his 
passenger, and as often as the Englishman 
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spoke Rawn had a fleeting Impression, as of a 
face seen in a dream, which he could not explain 
or define. So, in his comfortable way, he stopped 
wondering about it after a time. 

The captain had been wounded in the side 
by a musket-ball. This, with the shock of 
being knocked overboard, and the exhaustion 
of swimming, would probably keep him helpless 
for a month or two. Captain Folger, a retired 
whaler, volunteered to take him to his big house 
on Main Street ; and there Rawn took leave of 
him for a time. 

Rawn intended to spend the night in town ; 
but the old house down on the Salt Creeks 
seemed unusually lonely when he returned to 
it late from Asa Brownes shoe shop. He had 
told there, in minute detail, all the particulars of 
the fight to the large crowd that had assembled 
to philosophize over the unusual occurrence. 
He had enjoyed to the füll this first bit of 
popularity that had come into his life. The 
reaction of the cheerless old house was too 
strong by contrast. Besides, Rawn was natur- 
ally a social body. So he roused the unwilling 
Crummel and drove back to Marm Bunker 
and the children, Had he remajned or beeu 



Digitized by 



Google 



NEW ELEMENTS. 79 

less sleepy on the way, he must have met an- 
other team that night and saved himself and 
others much needless worry. 

The excitement that foUowed the fight, and 
the advent of strangers to the island, speedily 
gave place to anxiety as the Islanders thought 
of their empty larders and the coming winter. 
A cargo of flour that attempted to cross the 
sound by night was seized and confiscated by 
English boats from the fleet off Long Island. 
The hope of temporary relief, when it was whis- 
pered that the Lydia was near at band, died 
away as day after day passed, and one of the 
privateers still kept watch at the bar. Rendered 
desperate by the fear of starvation, a sloop had 
been sent with a flag of truce to the admiral of 
the British fleet, to set forth the neutral Posi- 
tion of the Islanders and their starving con- 
dition. But no reply had been received as yet, 
and they waited with anxiety that deepened 
daily into foreboding. 

Those were trying times up in the big house 
on Quanatee Bank. From a wealthy ship-owner, 
Tristram Gardner found himself reduced to won- 
dering frequently about his next day's dinner. 
Quakers were good feeders the world over, and 
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the experience was without any precedent in 
his life. Besides, human nature does not read- 
ily adapt itself to reverses, its best estate 
seeming always the best adapted to its deserts. 
Spite of the Quaker patience and Submission to 
which they had been trained, a cloud settled 
darkly over the house. Tristram thought of 
his boy and his ship ; Elizabeth thought of her 
boy, and was denied even the comfort of watch- 
ing for his Coming. 

Lois feit all the anxiety that was never spoken 
before her, and even her sunny nature was not 
quite enough to brighten the household. With 
the Bunkers in 'Sconset, there were no more 
Visits to the queer world at the Salt Creeks, 
and no more delightful excursions up harbor 
with Rawn or Zimri. Occasionally she rode 
on the commons, but not for the excitement of 
mealy-plumming or plover-shooting. Now it 
was always the same sad route to the South 
Shore, with her father silent and absorbed be- 
side her ; a word or two with a stränge man in 
a hut ; and the silent return to town. So Lois, 
too, took to watching for the Lydia ; though the 
anxious man and woman never suspected why 
th^ little girl went straight to the roof walk ?^s 
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soon as she came home from the prim little 
Quaker school in Rose Lane. 

It was only a day or two after the wounded 
men had been brought to town that something 
happened to increase the child's trouble ten- 
fold ; though, it must be confessed, the rest of 
the town thought little enough about it at the 
time. Early one morning she was on the walk 
as usual, when, growing tired of looking for a 
sail that never came, she turned the big spy- 
glass toward the hills, and there was Crummel 
hastening at his best pace over the moors. She 
watched him through the sheep-gate, and then 
up to her own yard, when, running down, she 
found Rawn Coming up the Steps to meet 
Tristram Gardnei;. 

" Have you seen Zimri, squire ? '* was Rawn's 
first question, which made Lois open her eyes 
wide. 

"Zimri, Friend Loring?*' said the squire, 
wondering. "No, certainly not. Has any- 
thing happened ? " 

"I dunno," said Rawn, dejectedly. "He 
ain't been home for three days, an' Marm 
Bunker's kinder worrit. He borrowed Nam 
Coffin's borse, and brought his fare p' fish, ancj 
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came down here same night I did, on'y later. 
Two days afterward Nam found the horse in 
his Stahle when he come back from fishin', but 
no boy. And we hain't seen hide nor hair of 
'im yet." 

Rawn sat down on the steps, and stared 
hopelessly at Crummel. 

" He ain't never been away from home a 
night afore/* he continued, after a long pause. 
" Dory's gone, too ; an' Marm Bunker thinks 
he's been drownded. He uz allus doin' resky 
things in boats." ' 

" Oh, no ! Surely not as bad as that, Friend 
Loring," said the squire. " Has thee no idea 
where he went ? " 

" I dunno, Tristum. All he told Nam 
Coffin wuz that he uz on a nerrand for Captain 
Ordway. But the schooner left 'afore he come 
to town. Peter Coffin says he see her one 
night afterward beatin* in to norrard. But 
they warn't no sight o' her at daylight, an' I 
shouldn't wonder if he didn't see her. Peter's 
eye's kinder crooked ever since his gun 
'sploded," he added, apologetically, for doubting 
him even at this distance. 

Rawn left them spon to gontinue his in- 
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quiries through the town for the missing boy. 
Tristram Gardner thought about it for awhile ; 
then forgot it in wondering about bis missing 
ship. The philosophers at the shoe shop spec- 
ulated about bis disappearance, by night, in a 
fog of tobacco smoke. Everything was good 
grist that came into that mill. But they, too, 
forgot after a moment, in discussing the mes- 
sage to Admiral Hotham of the British 
Navy. 

The one person in all the town that remem- 
bered and was sorry was little Lois. After 
she had gone up-stairs to bed she sat for a long 
time at the window, with her chin in her band, 
looking out across the harbor. She had for- 
gotten to watch for the light at sunset ; but 
there it was, shining steadily upon her through 
the darkness, with a mist about it, which was 
only her own tears. Somehow it seemed un- 
usually friendly to-night, as if trying to reassure 
her. The mist cleared away as she looked, and 
the light gleamed brighter than ever. 

^^ Zimri isiit drowned^^ she said, decidedly, 
as she rose f rom the window. " He can swim 
like a fish, and he knows all about boats." 
Then she said good night to her friend the 
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keeper, and went to bed, with a little new 
clause in her prayer, for Zimri's safety. 

Rawn came to town with the family a few 
days later. Marm Bunker insisted that her 
nerves would be shattered if she remained 
longer at 'Sconset, and gave Rawn no peace 
tili he harnessed Crummel for the return jour- 
ney. Truth to teil, he was glad of it. Cod- 
fishing was very hard, with old Jed and Zimri 
gone, and tarne work at best after a naval 
engagement. In the bottom of his heart he 
never doubted that Zimri, having tasted the 
excitement of war, had run away with the 
schooner ; though the incident of Nam Coffin*s 
horse puzzled him. Then, too, he longed for 
another taste of popularity, and no one eise 
knew so much of the fight or the English pris- 
oners as he. All this he kept closely buttoned 
up under his ragged jacket, and made Marm 
Bunker think he returned solely because of her 
" nerves." So the shanty by the Salt Creeks 
was again occupied, and the family settled down 
to a steady diet of clams, and ducks, and fall 
bluefish from the harbor. 

And now a new factor brought a hope of 
relief to the distressed Islanders. The com- 
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mander of the English frigate, Captain For- 
sythe, had recovered enough from his wound 
to walk about the streets and see for himself 
something of the condition of the Island. The 
kind treatment which he had received with his 
men made him gratef ul to these strangers ; the 
character of the men he met convinced him of 
their perfect sincerity in their aversion to war 
and fighting. 

One morning, soon after he had walked out 
for the first time, Captain Forsythe was sitting 
at the window in füll uniform, waiting to receive 
visitors. Captain Folger had brought home a 
note the day before, from the town fathers, 
asking for an interview with the English Com- 
mander, relative to the affairs of the island, as 
soon as his health permitted. Half guessing 
their errand, — for he had had long talks on the 
subject with the captain's family, and with 
Rawn Bunker, who came regularly to see him, 
— he sent a cordial answer, appointing next 
morning to meet them. 

It was a perfect morning in late October, — 
warm, bright, breezy, — just such as the Island- 
ers still call with pride a "Nantucket day." 
Captain Forsythe feit the Inspiration of the 



Digitized by 



Google 



86 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

morning and longed to be out-of-doors. The 
breeze carae in at his open window, fresh from 
the ocean, and fragrant from miles of open 
moors over which it blew; and every breath 
seemed to make him stronger. There were still 
a few minutes before the interview, so he saun- 
tered down the street to meet his guests. 

As he paused at the head of the quaint old 
Square, a little girl was tripping across to meet 
him. The wind had blown back the ugly poke 
bonnet to her neck, and a mass of golden hair 
was shimmering in the sunlight. Beneath it a 
sweet little face was turned up to his, and a 
pair of big blue eyes were looking wonderingly 
at the hat and shining uniform. " I know you," 
the little face was saying, " Rawn Bunker told 
me all about you.'' But the eager look died 
quickly out of the eyes and a look of wonder 
came into them, for the English captain was 
leaning heavily on the iron railing of the old 
bank and staring at her with white, set face. 

Lois had cherished a vague little hope that 
the Commander would speak to her, so that she 
could teil him how sorry she was, and that 
Rawn Bunker never intended to hurt him ; but 
the look in his face half frightened her. 
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She was hurrying past when he called her 
quickly. 

*' Come here, child." The voice was gentle, 
but shaky, and, as she turned, he was looking 
at her with the same stränge expression. 

" Who are you, dear, and where — " 

''Fm Lois Gardner,'* interrupted the child, 
for she didn't like to be looked at so. It 
frightened her, and the explanatioh she intended 
to make was clean forgotten. 

" Oh, here comes Father Gardner now ! " she 
cried, "and the town committee. They're 
Coming to see you, sir/' And Captain For- 
sythe, looking up, saw the town fathers fiHng 
solemnly across the Square. 

The committee found him still leaning heavily 
against the railing, just where Lois had left him. 
He brushed his band across bis eyes and greeted 
them courteously as they approached, then led 
the way slowly to Captain Folger*s house. He 
listened patiently to their representations, and 
promised to do all in his power to relieve the 
island of the blockade as soon as his wounds 
allowed him to travel as far as the English fleet. 
But the dullest of the fathers noticed that he 
seemed inattentive or absorbed at times, and 
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judged him kindly that he was still suffering 
from exhaustion. 

A day or two after the interview, Tristram 
Gardner' s watchman came hurrying in from the 
South Shore with the news that a sail had just 
lifted above the horizon, but farther to the 
eastward than would be expected of the Lydia, 
Unwilling to let any chance escape of saving 
his ship, the squire first took a look from the 
walk northward, where the unusual Square top- 
sail of a schooner showed far over against the 
Cape Cod shore, then drove hurriedly to San- 
kotty Head at the east end of the island. 

Two vessels were in sight, a brig and a small 
schooner in close Company. But for the fact 
that one had been broken up on the beach and 
another had been seen to sail away to the north- 
ward, he would have said instantly that they 
were the same that had appeared at sunset two 
weeks before. For a long time he watched 
them eagerly, with the growing conviction that 
he was looking at last upon his own vessel. 
But the schooner with her, — was it another 
privateer ? If so, then the last of his ships was 
gone, — his boy was a prisoner. And the good 
old Friend's heart sank lower and lower as he 
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watched them holding steadily northward, with 
their hulls half hidden below the horizon. 

Just one hope remained to the squire, which 
kept him from quite despairing. The schooner 
might be a small trader, with a gun or two 
aboard (a type not infrequent during war-times), 
and the brig was keeping in her Company for 
the protection it afforded. In that case they 
would soon separate, and the brig bear in west- 
ward toward the island, only to fall into the 
hands of the Englishmen at the bar. Füll of 
this thought, and of the necessity of warning 
his ship, he turned hurriedly away and drove to 
the signal-pole on Saul's Hills. 

There a new surprise awaited him. Some- 
thing white at the foot of the pole attracted 
his attention as he hurried up from the hoUow 
where he had fastened his horse. It was a 
piece of cardboard securely fastened tö the 
Standard by several turns of rope-yarn, which 
hid some writing beneath. Cutting it down, he 
read the following message, scrawled all over 
the card in green paint : ** T, G. : Dont fli no 
signul and dont Bee worrit The Lydia will be 
took Kare of, — Z, B!' 

" Z. B., Z. B.," muttered the squire again and 
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again, wondering vaguely at the initials, as much 
as at the rüde message. Then he remembered 
suddenly the boy whom he found at this same 
spot when he came at daylight two weeks before. 

"That must be the missing Bunker boy!'* 
he exclaimed at last. " But where is he ? And 
what does he mean ? '* He remembered won- 
dering how the boy knew of the Lydias Coming 
and the signal-pole ; but there was no chance 
for explanation at the time, and in the worry of 
the past few days he had forgotten it. Now he 
found himself wondering with greater mystifica- 
tion than before. 

One thing seemed certain, the boy knew his 
secret, and was working in his interest. He 
read the message again. Somehow the last 
crude sentence lightened the bürden that had 
lately been pressing so heavily. "The Lydia 
will be took care of," he repeated. "Well, 
Friend Zimri, thee's a queer boy, and thee don't 
know how to spell ; but something prompts me 
to obey thy message. And I will.'* 

From the top of Pulpit Rock, Tristram Gard- 
ner watched the ships tili the sun set and the 
ocean grew dark around them. Then he drove 
home over the moors, with something of the 
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peace of twilight in his soul, to comfort his 
wife, Elizabeth, and to assure Marm Bunker 
that her **first-born and eldest son/' as she 
began to call him to a sympathizing neighbor, 
was still in the land of the living. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE SPY. 

We left the schooner at anchor off 'Sconset 
Bank, after sending her wounded prisoners to 
town. 

All day the dead calm continued. The 
schooner lay with drooping sails, swinging 
idly with the tides. At sundown a breeze 
rippled the water, and the eager crew sprang 
to the capstan. The rapid clink of the pawls 
wafted a cheery good-by to the fishermen 
pulling shoreward after the day's fishing. 

It was nearly dark when the schooner drifted 
by Sankotty Head. From the foot of the bluff 
an old dory was seen pulling rapidly out, so as 
to intercept her. A sailor caught the line that 
was thrown deftly up. Almost before it was 
made fast, Zimri climbed over the rail. 

** Welcome, lad," said Captain Ordway, heart- 
ily. "Have you come to join us for good? 
92 
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WeVe a good berth waiting for a boy about 
your size." 

Zimri fumbled bis old hat awkwardly. He 
wondered if the captain were fooling him. But 
he had come aboard with a purpose, after much 
inward debate. A kind twinkle in the captain's 
eye reassured him. 

" Can I speak with you a minute, cap*n, — 
private ? " he said, with a desperate effort. For 
Zimri lived in a world apart from such men as 
Captain Ordway. 

It was the captain's place to wonder now. 
But he only said, " Certainly, lad. Come aft, 
here/' and led the way to the cabin. 

Zimri's tongue was loosened a bit when the 
sailors were not listening. 

**There's a big ship expected," he said, 
abruptly. "The Lydia! s comin' home with 
two thousand barreis of oil. She's the on*y 
one Tristum Gardner* s got left, and I promised 
Lois rd save her if I could. That's what the 
Britishers are watchin* the bar for, to catch 
the ships. Everybody is most a-starvin*, 'cause 
they ain't no oil no more, an' no ships. An' 
the Britishers won't let any boats bring provi- 
sions. You licked them boat3 las' night bully^ 
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Cap'n Ordway. Can't you lick the Britishers, 
too?" 

Zimri bent eagerly forward, with eyes glis- 
tening in the light of the cabin lamp. 

Captain Ordway struggled with himself a 
moment. He wanted to hug this curious boy, 
who trusted him so far, and seemed to forget 
himself. But he only asked to know more of 
Lois and the Lydia. Whereupon, Zimri told 
him all he knew of both. 

" Well, lad, that's a curious bit of a story," 
he said, when the boy had ended. " But about 
these privateers, — that's another matter. I 
would like well to save the Lydia, And you 
deserve it, lad, for you did me a grand turn last 
night. And I'd like well to catch one of the 
Englishmen at his own game, . and take him 
back to Boston. But Tm short-handed, you 
see. I don't know anything about the Eng- 
lishmen, whether they have two guns to my 
one, or three. If I only knew, now — '* 

Zimri interrupted, eagerly : 

"I thought *bout that, cap'n, while I wuz 
watchin' up on the bluff. If I on'y had time 
I could find out 'bout them Britishers. They 
wuz close to the bar yesterday. Nam Coffin 
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saw um when he went to town. An I reckon 
they ain't far f'm there now. I could take um 
some fish to seil. Then if they wasn't too big 
we could cruise for the Lydia^ an* run down to 
the bar with her. And then — " 

Zimri paused, and looked hard at the captain. 

The latter was regarding the boy keenly, 
with growing wonder. Zimri seemed to have 
grown older the past few days. Faint, strong 
lines appeared now and then about his mouth, 
which were not there before. As he ended 
abruptly he had drawn himself up, and stood 
squarely on both feet. 

"And then/' said the captain, with a flash 
in his eyes, " then clear ship for action. How 
long would it take you to find out, Zimri V 

The boy's cheeks flushed and grew pale at 
the reaction in his thoughts. 

" rd have to walk to town to-night, an' carry 
the fish ; 'cause Rawn's gone with Crummel, — 
Crummel he's our horse. Then mebbe I could 
board the Britisher an' back to town to-morrow. 
If I had good luck I'd be here next day, Friday, 
early." 

A smile was playing about Captain Ordway's 
Ups as he listened. 
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'* We won't make you do all that without any 
sleep, lad. I want a bright pair of eyes aboard 
the Englishman. Step on deck, Zimri, and teil 
Mr. Gray I want to see him. Make yourself at 
home there tili I join you.'* 

And Zimri rushed up the steps with a new 
light in bis face, and repeated tbe message. 

A few hours later the schooner was back at 
her old anchorage, and Zimri was hauling his 
dory alongside. At the last moment, Captain 
Ordway slipped some money into his band. 

"Take this, lad, to hire a team. Mind you 
put in plenty of fish. Count the guns you see, 
and find out if you possibly can how many men 
she carries. We'll anchor here again on Fri- 
day, after sundown. Good-by ; God bless you, 
lad." And the dory pushed away toward the 
light s that twinkled faintly on 'Sconset Bank. 

There was no light in the house by the Salt 
Creeks, as Zimri drove in with Nam Coffin's 
horse, and no answer to his summons on the 
door. Rawn, as we know, had left for 'Scon- 
set the same night. He had probably missed 
Zimri on some one of the numerous cart-tracks 
over the moor. 

Zimri found easy entrance through a window 
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for his basket of fish. The old horse was next 
cared for with a tub of water and enough salt 
hay to last two days, Zimri thought, but which 
he proceeded to eat thankfully the first night, 
wondering, no doubt, at the generosity of Crum- 
meFs Stahle. That done, Zimri ran, hungry as 
a hawk, to a little störe on the candle shop 
Street, and kicked at the door tili the Portu- 
guese owner appeared above, mad and^ sputter- 
ing, in his night-shirt. 

"Hooart you warnt, coomin' Voun' ma störe 
zees time a naght, hey? Don* you know no 
more coomin* 'roun' wakin* mans houp houghter 
zound — ** 

" Wow ! Manuel, where*s yer stoppers ? Talk 
faster, can*t ye ? They're slow o* hearin* up on 
Tuckemuck. Hi, there ! " For Manuel was 
keeping up a rapid fire of expostulations. 

" Hi, there ! " he yelled again. " Ketch a 
slatch, can*t ye, an* gi* me some tack an* 
cheese quick. Tm a-starvin*. Whew, Manuel, 
you Portigees talk zif you *spected to finish 
next fall. Wow, wow, wow, j'aöder, jabber, 
jabberf* Zimri covered his ears and took 
to kicking the door again tili Manuel opened 
it. With unusual deliberation he packed a bag 
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with cheese and ship-bread, talking all the time, 
and received his money with a smile of perfect 
good nature. His customer hurried away to 
the Salt Creeks, eating as he went. 

At daylight not a breath of air was stirring. 
The harbor lay dark and still, with mists rest- 
ing heavily upon it. Occasionally a swift, vi- 
brating whistle sounded out in the fog, as a 
flock of" golden-eyes shot into the creeks. 

'* No Chance for the sail yet," thought Zimri, 
driving the light skiff rapidly across the harbor. 
" So much the better. They'll have to stay 
where they be tili noon, I reckon." He was 
thinking of the privateers. 

Around Brant Point he swept, with the tide 
rippling strongly beneath him. The fog hung 
low, hiding even the lighthouse at the harbor 
mouth. But he rowed straight out into the 
sound tili the mists began to writhe upward, 
and the sun wheeled over the low hills on his 
left. Then he sprang to his feet, for a look 
through the spyglass. 

There was the schooner, sure enough, at 
anchor, well out beyond the bar. But for the 
Square yard he might easily have mistaken her 
for the Neufchatel. The clipper was nowhere in 
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sight, but she might be farther out in the mist. 
If not, he must use bis wits to learn something 
about her from the schooner. 

Two hours later Zimri, with a throbbing at 
bis heart , that was not altogether the result 
of bis hard pull, flung bis painter to a seaman, 
and climbed over the schooner's bow. For some 
time past he had been conscious of a group at 
the Stern, who were watching bis approach. 

She was larger than the Neufchatel ; he knew 
this as he swung himself up by the chains. 
But not even bis sudden fright at finding him- 
self aboard could keep down a thrill of satisfac- 
tion, as he glanced along the port side, and saw 
but five cannon under the bulwarks. On the 
Neufchatel he would have seen an equal number 
in the same glance, besides the big gun at the 
Stern, which he had heard called the long-tom. 

"Want to buy any fish ?** he blurted out to 
the sailor, who was regarding bim curiously. 

"Well, hi*m blowed!** said the sailor, Walk- 
ing aft without another word. 

In a few moments he came back. 

" Well, my cheeky bub, wot sells fish to 'is 
Majesty, just step haft 'ere. The cap'n's hanx- 
ious to make yer acquaintance. W*en we sees 
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a ship we just takes 'er in, cargo an' hall. And 
'ere comes a bloomin* jollyboat with a crew o£ 
one landlubber, and the cap'n says, says ee, 
< Just send 'im haft,' says ee, < TU take 'is fish/ 
Werry polite is Cap'n Brockby. Oh, yes, an' 'e 
likes check. So haft with you." Thus solilo- 
quizing and chuckling, he led the way to the 
companion-steps. 

The captain and his officers were sitting com- 
fortably about a handsome cabin, when Zimri 
entered. All his plans were gone to the winds 
with this unexpected turn of affairs. He simply 
obeyed his instincts for the time, like an animal. 

" Don't be frightened ; we're glad to have 
your fish, and we want to ask a question 
or two." The captain's voice was friendly 
enough, but there was a look in his face that 
Zimri distrusted. 

"We heard guns, I think, a night or two 
since," said the captain. " Has anything hap- 
pened on the island ? " 

Zimri was too confused to think. He had an 
impression that it would be better to teil the 
truth, — and as little of it as possible. 

"They's some Britishers come to town," he 
answered, kicking at the carpet. 
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"Some Englishmen, you mean. How did 
they come? Has any boat passed us here?*' 

"I dunno," said Zimri. "They come in f'm 
east'ard. Some come in carts, an* some on 
stretchers, and they wuz all sick men. They's 
been a fight o* some kind, I reckon, but they 
don't know nothin' *bout it in town, *cause 
they fit off 'Sconset, an' night-time." 

Questions followed quick and eager from all 
sides. To Zimri's relief, they related chiefly to 
the wounded Englishmen and their reception. 
The officers had jumped at the conclusion — 
so natural to an Englishman — that, since only 
Englishmen were sent to town, the American 
ship and crew must have been annihilated. He 
answered as best he could, calling on his imag- 
ination to supply details of which he was igno- 
rant. Suddenly the captain broke in, sternly : 

" Look here, boy ! Have you told us all you 
know ? Where are the vessels now ? " 

Zimri was thinking hard. If he could keep 
the privateer at the bar, they must fail to dis- 
cover the Neufchatel when she returned for him 
to-morrow night. If he should teil them of the 
Douglass they would surely investigate. But 
they would hardly dare to send a boat around 
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the island ; and the schooner would never 
attempt the trip among the shoals except by 
daylight, and with a good breeze. They must 
wait tili to-morrow at least ; perhaps much 
longer. By that time the brig would be dis- 
charged, and thoroughly broken up. 

" I dunno where they be,'* he answered. 
**They sailed away next mornin'. But they's 
a brig stranded on the east-side, — an' gone to 
pieces 'fore now, I reckon. She's a trader o' 
some kind." 

The officers were uncertain and suspicious. 
A few more questions, relative to tides and 
shoals, and Zimri was dismissed to the deck. 
He walked forward to where half a dozen sea- 
men were lounging on the rail. A subtle ela- 
tion possessed him, and gave him confidence 
to obtain the information he wanted. 

The sailors were waiting for him. They, too, 
were curious to know the meaning of the guns 
they had heard. He repeated his story, taking 
care to keep back the important part of it. 
Britishers would hardly relish that, he thought. 
Soon he began to ask questions about the war, 
growing cunning as he proceeded. 

" Wallopins ! " he ejaculated, staring around 
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with mouth open. **This is an all-fired big 
vass'l. Talk 'bout fightin' ! I reckon you fel- 
lows c'd lick all creation with them guns. How 
many men now does it take to fight her ? *' 

It was a good shot, straight at the heart of a 
sailor who loves his ship, and of a cockney who 
must boast to live ; though it was made in all 
innocence. 

"Well, matey," said his former conductor, 
**it takes about fifty hov us, w'en we're hall 'ere. 
An' we hain't seeri a Woody ship yet wot didn't 
'eave-to 'arnsome w*en we fired a shot across 'er 
bows. But we hain't more'n *arf hov us *ere 
just now.** 

" Where yer gone to ? *' asked Zimri, trying 
hard not to appear interested. "I thought 
sailors didn't leave a good ship, 'specially in 
war." 

" W*y, you see, matey, we just hobeys horders, 
we do. An* w'en the hadmiral sends up from 
Chesapeake, an' says, says ee, * Send us hall the 
hable seamen you can spare,* says ee, we just 
sends *eni, we do.*' 

" They went off 'n the cHpper, I reckon,** said 
Zimri. He had looked for her in vain since 
Coming on deck. 



Digitized by 



Google 



I04 THE MAKING OF ZIMRI BUNKER. 

" Started in the dog-watch last hevenin'. We 
was bearin* up — " 

A Sharp order from aft interrupted him. The 
men sprang to a boat ; and Zimri, scarcely able 
to keep himself from capering, saw it puUed 
away toward the distant town with a lieuten- 
ant in the stern-sheets. Undoubtedly they. had 
been sent to investigate. Breeze or no breeze, 
it meant a long delay before the schooner 
should weigh anchor again. 

His joy was of short duration. Left to his 
own devices, he sauntered about the decks exam- 
ining the guns and the bulwarks. When he 
had seen all he could, fearful of being suspected 
if he seemed too inquisitive, he went forward 
and drew his skiff alongside. A sailor who had 
been watching him touched his Shoulder. 

"Cap*n says you're not to go ashore, mate. 
Ee wants you 'ere." 

" Me ? '* cried Zimri, alarmed. " What for ? " 

** Harsk the cap'n, mate. Ee'U teil you, *im- 
self,*' Said the sailor, grinning, and turned away. 
But he stood where he could see the boy as he 
worked. 

Zimri's elation had suddenly deserted him. 
For the last half-hour he had been painting 
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glowing mind-pictures of his return to the Neuf- 
chatel and the joy of Captain Ordway when he 
found the best prize of all within his grasp. 
Now all was dark. He feit himself suspected, 
and, boylike, supposed the Englishmen saw all 
that he saw himself. What would they do with 
him ? he wondered. What would Captain Ord- 
way think ? Worst of all, what would become 
of the Lydia ? 

The day wore away while he debated these 
questions. Twice he asked to see the captain, 
but was refused. Then it occurred to him sud- 
denly that the captain was only waiting for the 
return of his messengers. 

Late in the afternoon they retumed, and the 
lieutenant disappeared into the cabin. The few 
minutes that followed seemed hours to Zimri. 
A strong breeze had been blowing the last few 
hours. If they chose, they might reach the 
Douglass before morning. But would they let 
him go when they found he had told the truth 1 

He was trying to puzzle it out when Orders 
rang out sharply. Men tumbled up from below, 
running to the windlass, or climbing slowly into 
the rigging. Zimri was neglected apparently, 
and forgotten. But he found a sailor forward 
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who laid a streng band on bis painter wben be 
attempted again to cast loose. 

Tbe ship was under good beadway wben tbe 
captain approached tbe rail wbere tbe boy stood 
peering anxiously sboreward. He looked up 
sullenly under tbe rim of bis battered bat as 
tbe captain drew near. 

" You know wbere tbe Douglass is beacbed, 
boy?" 

Tbe voice was bard, and Zimri bad a rebel- 
lious Impression of being driven. 

" Yes, I do," be said, sbortly. 

" Do you know tbe cbannels and sboals tbere, 
alongsbore ? '* 

A wild scbeme flashed tbrougb Zimri's mind 
as be tbougbt of tbe cbannels wbere it would 
be so easy to go wrong, and ground a vessel 
bopelessly. 

" Yes, I do," be said again. 

" Tben you go witb us as pilot to-night. And 
mind you, your life may depend on finding tbe 
rigbt cbannels." 

It was dark wben tbe scbooner bore down to 
double Great Point. Zimri stood forward watcb- 
ing tbe ligbt, bis beart rising to bis tbroat as it 
swept nearer. He bad been tbere often, blue- 
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fishing in the rips, and he knew that the 
schooner was too far off shore; that unless 
she changed her course speedily she must 
ground on a narrow bar outside the deep water 
off the point. He feit ugly, almost savage, as 
the danger drew near, and shut his Ups tight. 
Nothing had been said to him since the captain 
left. They seemed to have confidence in their 
own knowledge thus far. It was shattered 
suddenly as a cry rang out from the lookout 
f orward : 

** Breakers aheadi " 

In an instant the captain had rushed forward 
and seized the boy by the arm. 

"What is it, you young dog.?" he roared, 
shaking him savagely. 

"'Tain't breakers. Wind's been offshore a 
week. It's on*y the rips.'' Zimri's voice was 
ugly as the captain's own. 

The latter remembered suddenly that he had 
often noticed these rips far out from shore, 
where the tide ran strongly. He turned away, 
half ashamed ; then returned swiftly. 

" Is all clear ahead } ** he asked, looking sus- 
piciously at the boy's sullen face. Then as the 
boy hesitated he seized him again by the shoul- 
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der. The white water of the rips was already 
creaming and hissing under the schooner's 
bow. 

"Quick," he shouted, "or by the gods, Fll 
shoot you where you stand ! Will she go 
through on this course.?" And Zimri raised 
his head, and looked him squarely in the 
face. 

"She*ll be aground in two minutes, unless 
you come about," he said. 

Captain Brockby's face was white with rage 
as he whirled to the man at the wheel. 

" Down ! Hard down ! " he roared. Then he 
raised his arm with a curse, and Struck Zimri 
to the deck. 

The schooner^s sails were thrashing violently 
as Zimri crept aft to the taffrail, where his 
boat's painter had been fastened when they 
weighed anchor, The sailor in front, with his 
wheel hard over, and eyes staring in terror 
at the bow, did not notice him. Forward 
the men were running about, busy and fright- 
ened. 

Zimri's knife was open in his band. At the 
moment when the schooner was almost motion- 
l^ss a§ she whirled, with sails thundering in the 
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wind, he jerked his boat sharply alongside, and 
drew his knife across the taut painter. The 
next moment he had leaped over the rail with 
the severed line in his hand, and was lost in the 
darkness. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

BEGINNINGS. 

Captain Forsythe was down in Rawn Bun- 
kerns yard one day, imbibing strength from the 
warm Indian-summer sunshine. At the same 
time he was imbibing sundry bits of philosophy 
from Rawn*s experience of men and things. 
Rawn was seated on the ground, with legs out 
flat like a huge letter V, mending an old net. 
The captain was higher, on a pile of "wrack- 
idge/' where the sunshine wrapped him about 
more completely, and where he could look out 
over his companion to the blue harbor waters 
and the hazy yellow sands of Coatue beyond. 

Rawn had been most diligent in his atten- 
tions while the captain was confined to the 
house, bringing him fresh fish, and blue-claws, 
and young black-ducks from the harbor, and 
a dozen other dainties from the moors and 
ocean that he knew well where to find. Now 

HO 
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that the captain was growing better he walked 
daily as far as the Salt Creeks. It was beauti- 
ful there, so long as one kept his back to the 
house ; and Rawn was always ready to take him 
rowing, or to harness Crummel for a jaunt over 
the commons after belated plover. 

To-day Rawn was unusually entertaining. 
He talked on twenty subjects without any con- 
nection; but all the while he seemed to be 
approaching another subject that he never 
reached, like a clumsy craft with too much 
leeway. 

"Talkin* *bout animals/' he said, "animals 
knows more*n men 'bout some things. Td 
give a barrel of eyesters if I knew much as 
Crummel, — 'specially 'bout gettin' *round dark 
nights. Seef He don*t see. He just knows. 
Nam Coffin's got er ol' dog. One day Nam 
an* me wuz down on Straight Wharf puttin* in 
a boat mast. Old dog wuz a-layin* there sound 
asleep in the sun. Bimeby he gets up, and 
goes *n* lays down somers eise. Nex* minute 
down come the mast, kerwop ! just where he*d 
been a-sleepin*. Ol* dog he just opens one 
eye, *n' takes a long wheeze through his nose, 
*n* goes to sleep again. 'Spose a man would 
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ha' done that ? No, sVee ! He don't know 
nuff/' 

Rawn executed a peculiarly difficult netting 
hitch, and looked slyly at his visitor. 

" Speakin' 'bout wracks/* he.continued, "that 
must ha* been a norful crack you got when 
you wuz knocked overboard. I wonder now — 
I mean, cap*n, wuz you kinder all confused 
like, or did you see the feller when he did it ? " 

A quick, bright smile broke out all over the 
captain's face, which was turned away. 

"Well,'' he Said, slowly, without looking 
around, " I've always suspected 'twas the same 
fellow that — brought me to town." 

Rawn jumped up on the instant, and took 
off his old cap, and wiped his forehead with his 
sleeve. 

"Well, now, I swanny, cap'n. I do feel 
drefful relieved like. I been a-thinkin' 'bout it 
steady. You see I never meant to hurt ye, 
cap'n. Lordy ! I wouldn't hurt a codfish 'cept 
I had to. My granther wuz a Quaker. On'y 
I got kinder 'cited, and woop! you wuz over- 
board *fore I knew what happened." 

From the pile of wreckage that Rawn had 
coUected the talk soon drifted to stories of 
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wrecks about the island. Rawn, seeing bis visi- 
tor's interest, went to a closet in tbe old bouse, 
and brougbt out a coUection of small articles 
tbat be bad picked up in bis years of searcbing 
along tbe sbores. 

Tbe captain looked at tbem curiously one by 
one, wbile Rawn went on witb bis netting. 
Among tbem was tbe side of a carved box, 
witb a broad Strip of brass across it all corroded 
by sea-water. A letter caugbt bis eye under 
tbe green crust, and, taking out bis knife, be 
scratcbed tbe corroded part away, laying more 
of tbe letters bare. Suddenly bis actions be- 
came quick and nervous. A sbarp exclamation 
Startled Rawn from bis netting. Approacbing 
curiously, be found tbe captain staring at tbe 
name Raleigh^ wbicb appeared in faint letters 
on tbe scratcbed surface. 

" Wbere did you get tbat, Rawn } " 
" Tbat } Wby, tbat's a piece o* tbe binnacle 
I picked up mornin' after tbe Rajah wuz 
wracked. Never saw tbat name afore, tbougb. 
Cur'ous, but now I 'member tbat wuz tbe 
mornin' Lois come asbore. I never did tbink 
tbat skiff come f 'm tbe Rajahy an' Nam Cpffin, 
be-." 
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" Lois ! " cried the captain, springing down 
and seizing Rawn by the arm. " Teil me about 
her quick. Is she the child I met last week in 
the Square .? *' 

A light was beginning to dawn upon Rawn 
Bunker. The familiär look in the captain's 
face, which had Struck him at first, and which 
had puzzled him so long, was explained in an 
instant as he looked into his excited eyes. It 
was Lois whom he resembled. But the Sensa- 
tion was too much for him. He shook it off 
for a moment and told briefly the story of the 
wreck long ago, and of the morning that fol- 
lowed. When he finished, Captain Forsythe 
was sitting pale and dazed on the stump of the 
RajaKs topmast. 

" Rawn Bunker,*' he said at last, very slowly, 
" I owed you my life a moment ago, now I owe 
you more. That child is my daughter, — my 
little Lois ! I lost her and her mother seven 
years ago. They sailed to the West Indies for 
her health, and I never heard from them again." 
He dropped his face into his hands, while Rawn 
Bunker, with a gentle courtesy that was not 
taught him, turned away to the harbor. 

A child' s voice singing caught his ear, and 
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he turned to see Lois tripping into the yard. 
The captain had started forward from his seat. 
In an instant Rawn was beside and held his arm. 
" Sh ! '* be Said, " she don*t know.'* And the 
captain sank back to his seat again, with his 
soul in his eyes, while Lois smiled into Rawn 
Bunker's face, and then looked wonderingly 
from one to the other. 

A few days later Captain Forsythe left the 
island to seek the English admiral, with a new 
hope in his heart, and a new interest in the 
Islanders whose cause he was pleading. Affairs 
had grown steadily worse as the stock of pro- 
visions on the island grew smaller. Already 
there was keen suff ering, and, unless help should 
speedily come, the winter would witness a fear- 
ful loss of life from famine. 

Such was the condition when it was rumored 
on the streets one morning that the long-ex- 
pected Lydia was in sight, bearing down to the 
bar. 

At daylight Tristram Gardner had been 
awakened by one of the night watchmen from 
the tower. " The Lydias in sight, to nor'ard," 
he Said, and looked pityingly at his neighbor. 
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The privateer had been seen cruising seaward 
the day before. 

Tristram hastened to the walk with his tele- 
scope. There at last was his ship, bearing 
straight for the bar, with all sails set, and his 
own pennant flying at the masthead. He 
watched her eagerly as she drew nearer, and 
noted that other walks were becoming occupied 
as well as his own. But why did she come so 
openly? And what did the notice on SauVs 
Hills mean? He glanced anxiously seaward, 
and his heart went down like lead. Over across 
Great Point the Square topsail of the privateer 
was creeping up close-hauled to intercept the 
brig ere she reached the bar. 

The news spread rapidly through the town. 
Every walk was dark with anxious spectators. 
Everywhere telescopes were stretched at the 
ships, and anxious hearts were praying that 
sons and husbands might be spared, whatever 
became of the brig. The wind was blowing 
half a gale out of the sound. The sky was 
dark; the ocean black as ink. Between them 
the swelling sails showed white as snow against 
cloud and sea. 

The brig had the advantage of wind and 
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Position, and was near the bar when the priva- 
teer doubled Great Point. Then the watchers 
saw a puff of smoke shoot suddenly from the 
schooner's bow. 

It was the signal to heave to, but the brig 
kept straight on her course to the bar. Another 
puff of smoke from the schooner, and a tardy 
rumble rolled over the harbor to the watchers. 
This time the Lydia' s sails were seen to shiver. 
Slowly and heavily she rounded up to the wind. 
A plunge at the bow told that the anchors were 
let go. The sails came down, and men were 
seen climbing into the rigging. 

Tristram Gardner, with Elizabeth and Lois 
beside him, stood staring in astonishment. 
What did it all mean.? Captain Swain had 
handled his ship well ; but there he was, with 
anchors down, furling sail as if there were not 
a Britisher within a thousand miles. 

A boat left the privateer's side and puUed 
away to the brig. Half-way it stopped sud- 
denly, with oars lifted, and the watchers, glanc- 
ing back at the schooner, saw a signal fluttering 
in the rigging. The boat had tumed mean- 
while, and was puUing as if for life to gain the 
privateer. 
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They had all been so absorbed in watching 
the course of the two vessels, that few eyes 
had noticed the swift Coming of another. A 
Sharp exclamation from a walk across the street 
caught Tristram Gardner's ear, and he swept 
his glass westward from the brig. 

" Look 1 Look quick, Elizabeth ! " he cried, 
seizing her arm and pointing. And the good 
woman looked, — first where he pointed, and 
then, with greater wonderment, at himself. 
She had never seen her staid husband excited 
before. 

But Tristram scarcely noticed her. His eyes 
were fastened on a schooner rushing down the 
wind from the Cape shore, with every stitch of 
canvas taut and puUing like a race-horse. Even 
the landlubbers thrilled at the sight. Old whale- 
men gazed in admiration, forgetting brig and 
privateer alike. Those who recognized the Netif- 
chatel drew their breath in hard, and leaned 
farther over the railing to watch. 

There was a rapid clumping of feet in the 
garret below, and Rawn Bunkerns bushy head 
appeared through the scuttle. His eye caught 
the schooner instantly. 

" Lordy ! but she's a beauty. See her, oh. 
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see her go ! Wbw ! and there's the Britisher 
dead ahead. Mind yer wheel now, consarn 
thee. They ain*t no trader a-comin'. Watch 
the bar, will ye ? Ketch s*m more whalers, 
eh ? Now see how the hook feels in yer own 
gullet — Hurrah ! *' The stars and stripes had 
broken out at the masthead. Dark Squares 
that meant open port-holes appeared suddenly 
in the schooner*s side. 

"Now she hauls on the wind/* yelled Rawn, 
a moment later. " See her close in. Oh, Lord, 
and Zimri's there, too ! Stand by, all ! Oh. 
goramiteyy don't I wish I wuz aboard of her ! " 

The Neufckately as she rushed outside the 
brig, was heading direct for the privateer, with 
booms well out to starboard. To the watchers 
it seemed as if a great white-capped wave were 
rolling over the space that separated the two 
vessels. Then she luffed sharply, rounding up 
to the wind like a gray gull in the gale. For 
a moment she seemed resting there motionless 
on the water, a hundred yards from the Eng- 
lishman, and dead to windward. A sheet of 
smoke and fire burst from her side. Scarcely 
had the wind swept it aside when the jibs were 
thrashing, as the swift little schooner whirled 
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on the other tack. The dumbfounded English- 
men had scarcely got their guns to bear before 
a second broadside was poured into them from 
the port guns o£ their enemy. 

Captain Ordway knew well the danger he was 
running in venturing a battle in the sound, 
where an English frigate might appear at any 
moment. He calculated on making his attack 
swift and sure as the eagle's swoop. He had 
left the brig the night before, and found anchor- 
age under the Cape shore where he could watch 
the approach to the bar. Since then every- 
thing had favored his attack, the strong breeze, 
the shoals, the confidence of the Englishmen 
in their security. 

The latter were taken at a terrible disadvan- 
tage, — the enemy to windward, a shoal to lee- 
ward, and only half a crew to work the vessel. 
Besides, the spzrit of the American schooner 
was invincible. The fight lasted scarcely more 
than a half-hour. Then, as a dense puff of 
smoke roUed down the wind, the watchers saw 
a white flag on the Englishman. The firing 
ceased, and a great relief showed in the faces 
on the crowded walks. Though Quakers, they 
were not without strong sympathies. Presently 
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a boat crossed from the Netifchately and those 
who had glasses saw a man climb over the rail 
to the Englishman's deck. Henceforth it would 
fly a flag that no returning whaleman need be 
afraid to meet. 

When a whaleboat from the Lydia approached 
the long North Wharf, it found the entire pop- 
ülation waiting to receive it. Young Jethro 
Gardner stood in the bow, waving his hat as 
he approached. It was he who first leaped 
ashore, to find his mother's arms about him. 
But Rawn Bunker, scanning the boat sharply, 
saw no trace of Zimri fore or aft. He waited 
awhile, abashed by all the tears and kissing of 
the home-coming, tili the first eager questions 
were asked and answered. Then he pushed 
forward to where Jethro Gardner was talking 
to a group that grew larger and larger. 

"I teil thee what/' Jethro was saying, "that 
young Bunker is a hero. He went aboard the 
Britisher all alone as spy for Captain Ordway. 
Then he jumped overboard, off Great Point, 
and rowed all the way to town the same night. 
If it hadn't been for him the Lydia would 
have been bound for England with all on 
board." 
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Rawn listened, wondering more than any 
other, as Jethro told the story of the Lydia! s 
rescue. When they had first approached the 
Island they had seen a signal at sunset, and 
borne away to sea again. Returning a week 
later for another attempt, they had been over- 
hauled by the NeiifchateL When they learaed 
from the captain and Zimri the condition of 
affairs on the island, Captain Swain steered 
direct for Boston, accompanied by the schooner. 
There the oil was sold, and a miscellaneous 
cargo of provisions hurriedly taken on board 
for their starving townsmen. The rest they 
had seen for themselves. 

"But where is the boy, Jethro?" asked 
Tristram Gardner. He began to realize how 
much they owed him. Rawn Bunker and a 
dozen others echoed the question. 

" He*s gone off with Captain Ordway," said 
Jethro. "The captain couldn't stop to come 
ashore, because he's short-handed, and wants 
to get away with his prize before a frigate 
comes along. Zimri sent thee word, Rawn 
Bunker, that he wouldn*t be back for a year. 
Captain Ordway has promised to get him a 
place in the navy. He sent thee this purse 
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also. The captain made him one of his crew, 
and gave him a share in the prize-money." 

Lois had kept fast hold of Jethro's hand while 
he was speaking. " I knew it all the time," her 
eyes were saying, " I knew Zimri was just like 
other boys if he only had the chance." Now 
the whole island knew how brave and good he 
was, and that her confidence was not misplaced. 

Jethro patted the bright little face that was 
turned up to his. He had been at sea so much 
that he scarcely feit acquainted with the child. 

'* Zimri sent thee good-by, little Lois, and 
told me to teil thee that he had kept his prom- 
ise. Oh, I almost forgot ! There*s a box for 
thee in the boat, that he sent.*' 

" Fetch it, quick,*' said Lois, and Jethro went 
back for the box, which Lois opened, and found 
filled with bright things, such as sailors buy. 
In the middle was another little box with the 
tiny silver watch she had always wanted, and 
which Zimri had promised her once, in the 
dory, that she should have with the very first 
money he earned "when he went to sea,*' 

One day in spring, a few years later, Captain 
Forsythe and Lois were driving over the com- 
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mons toward the South Shore. He lived on 
the Island now the year round. The wound 
which he received in the fight off 'Sconset 
proved more troublesome than he expected ; 
and besides, he had grown weary of the sea 
as he grew older. So he gave it up, the only 
home he had known for years, and bought a 
house on Quanatee Bank, near Tristram Gard- 
ner's. He had fallen in love with the peaceful 
life of the island, — as people always do who 
stay awhile. Lois henceforth had two homes, 
and was sunshine in both. 

It was a typical Nantucket day, füll of bright- 
ness and fragrance and subtle inspiration. The 
hudsonia covered the brown moors with great 
golden patches of light, like glints of sunshine. 
Grass-plover whirled upward in spiral flights, 
calling ecstatically to their mates in the grass 
below. Beyond and around them was the blue 
belt of the sea, flashing in the sunshine, beckon- 
ing to those who have ever sailed upon it. 

Lois stood up suddenly as the cart rolled over 
a low hill, and shaded her eyes. 

"There's Crummel on Macy's Point ! '* she 
cried, pointing. " Rawn Bunker must be there 
bluefishing. Let*s go, too." Then, with a sud- 



Digitized by 



Google 



BEGINNINGS. I25 

den seriousness, " He found me there, you know, 
papa." And the captain, nothing loath, turned 
aside into the old sheep-track. 

The shanty by the Salt Creeks had improved 
its external appearance somewhat since Captain 
Forsythe settled on the island ; but the Bun- 
kers within were shiftless and happy as ever. 
It was o£ no use to attempt to improve them 
by gifts of money. The captain had tried it 
once, at Christmas-time. Whereupon Marm 
Bunker went straight to the Stores, and bought 
a silk shawl and a set of silver keckling-pins, 
and expended the rest of her money in a huge 
feast of sweets for the young Bunkers. So he 
gave up the idea of improvement, and left Rawn 
to pursue his fishing and shooting in peace of 
spirit, with a second son who had grown up 
into Zimri's place. 

Rawn wasn*t fishing when they found him. 
It was low tide, and Rawn was into an eddy 
up to his waist, poking about the bottom with 
a long boathook. 

** Hello, Rawn ! What you looking for ? '* 

Rawn looked up rather sheepishly, assuming 
a far-away expression of indifference. 

**0h, nuthin*, cap*n. Suthin' I lost here a 
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spell ago, — quite a spell, I reckon. Guess 
mebbe the tide's carried it off." And Rawn 
waded out to collect bis scattered bluefish. 
He didn*t teil them about bis cask of gold, 
as be considered it. It was tbere somewbere, 
in tbe sea, and be never passed Macy's Point 
witbout a prod or two to find it. 

**Speakin' 'bout boats," be continued, **Zimri's 
comin* bome next week. He*s been a-cruisin* 
in tbe Constitution, Says be's goin* to be a 
norficer bimeby; an' be's been a-studyin* 
navigation. 

** Lordy, wbo'd *a' tbunk it } Zimri a norficer ! 
But tben, tbey's just as mucb difference in some 
folks as tbere is in anybody," said old Rawn 
Bunker. 

And as tbey drove bome over tbe moors, 
Lois was smiling to berself and saying : " I 
knew it all tbe time. Zimri was just like otber 
boys wben be had tbe cbance." 



THE END. 
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tatesof America. Throughout the work the narrative and dra- 
matic is aimed at, rather than the merely Statistical, but Mr. 
Williams's ideal may be best summed up by a quotation from his 
preface. He says : ** It seems to me that there is little to gain 
and much to confuse. by insisting too minutely on the dry clates 
relating to the Christian and Moorish sovereigns who succeed one 
another, often with bewildering rapidity. In Aragon, Castile, 
Navarre, and Moslem Spain. 

" Now and again, however, a great fighting king Stands forth, 
head and Shoulders above the rest, a landmark, so to speak, amid 
the wilderness. Him I have endeavored to throw into relief , so 
that even a child may be able to point to him and exclaim, * Here, 
at least, I find a substantial fact and figure.* " 
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